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Editor's Note 




ack from a whirlwind Beat trip to "the city that never 
I sleeps," and that pretty much says it all for us here at The 
Beat who had the privilege of traveling to New York City 
| for a couple of days to convene with eight other grantees 
of the young but inspiring YJFC (Youth Justice Funding 
Collaborative), who, by the way, paid our way out, too. Yeah, we 
hardly slept in NYC, but we're rested now and ready for some action 
here at Beat headquarters! 

So you ask, "Who is the Youth Justice Funding Collaborative?" 
Well, according to the YJFC Steering Committee, they are "a progressive 
collaborative that funds for social change. This collaborative is made 
up of funders, practitioners, and grantees who effectively combine 
resources to build capacity within the field of juvenile justice." The 
beautiful part is that they solicited us a year ago to write a proposal 
to receive one of their grants. 

The theme of the meetings was "communication strategies." We 
don't want to bore you with the specifics of what went down at this 
two-day affair, but let's just say we were taken care of in a first-class 
manner, from the hotel where we stayed to the convening space, 
which was one of the Rockefeller Foundation's boardrooms — on the 
23rd floor. This boardroom was a sight to see, not just because it 
had one of the most intimidating tables we've ever sat at, it looked 
like something out of the movie "Doctor Strangelove," or something 
that only top military executives would convene around. Each seat 
even had a microphone of sorts. Yeah, the table was that big. The 
room was surrounded by panoramic windows that overlooked New 
York City, just a few blocks away from the Empire State Building. So, 
as we sat around this table, we'd gaze outside the window to see a 
very impressive view, something many people would pay big dollars 
to glimpse. Really. 

We truly walked away from NYC inspired and empowered by the 
work we do. We truly do great work. Unique work at that. Our 
direct type of service gives us the opportunity to do work away from 
the frontline, too, organically, like speaking to community members, 
politicians, students and teachers, and other groups in order to raise 
consciousness and promote change. Not too many groups have 
the incredibly priceless resources we have — voices that not only 
represent The Beat Within, but that testify to life within, and outside, 
the system. 

It is such a great feeling to have the opportunity to share our 
important story with those on the East Coast, too. Sure there are 
groups who do similar work in New York, but you really get a sense of 
how the political climate is so different here (liberal) in San Francisco/ 
the Bay Area. Plus, after years of doing this work, we can now see 
that The Beat Within provides other groups with the inspiration to 
start their own writing programs from within. 

We were also informed by the other advocacy groups who were 
in attendance that it is almost impossible to do both direct service 
and policy/advocacy work in the field. We knew this, but hearing 
others say it reinforced our beliefs, especially in light of our attempts 
to dabble on both sides of this playing field, by advocating for the 
reform of the California Youth Authority. Plus, if the campaign 
had something to do with juvenile hall, you wouldn't find a Beat 
representative there, and we think you know the reason. That's why 
it is so important for us at The Beat Within to collaborate with other 
groups. We, obviously, can provide independent voices to help groups 
like Books Not Bars and the Youth Media Council in their important 
campaigns, but in order to do direct service in the system, it is a must 
to have good relationships with the institutions that allow you to 
enter. 

So here we sit putting the final touches on our latest issue of 
writing and art from the inside. Plenty of work to do, from putting 
together the weekly Beat, to running the writing workshops, to 
thinking of ways to save money, meaning the dreaded cutbacks. 
Times are tough now, and we have to do what will strengthen our 
program for the future. 

On another note, coming to work today, we couldn't help 
but notice the continuing tragedies that are going on in the city, 
predominantly in the BVHP (Bayview/Hunters Point) district. Being 
sarcastic, who would have ever thought in this day and age that San 
Francisco would have more murders than Oakland? 38 to 31. Sounds 
like a high scoring football game. No offense to our Oakland friends, 
but arrogant San Francisco elitists have always thought of their town 
as a safer place. Well, it's bad in the city, too, so get off of your high 
horse, 'cause not too far from where you live on the hill, young people 
with automatic weapons are killing at will, in broad daylight, with no 
fear that someone will step up and work with the police to get them. 
The funny thing is that San Francisco has all these murders, most of 
them unsolved, yet one foolish young man kills a police officer and 
he is caught. Go figure. 

Before we left for New York, we heard about the young man, 25, 
who was gunned down in a mall parking lot off of Fillmore Street in 
broad daylight and the shooter(s) get away. 

That same evening a young man, 26, was fatally shot while 
trying to stop someone from stealing his car in the Ocean View 
neighborhood. 

Later that evening, several people were shot along 1 9th Avenue 
— one of them, a motorist, an unintended target, was struck in the 
head by a bullet. The unidentified man was on life support at General 
Hospital. 

Two days later, a young lady, 23, who was not the intended 
target, was shot while standing outside a BVHP district home. 

That same day, that evening, a young man, 33, was shot on Third 
Street (in the BVHP) and killed. This man was the 38th homicide 
victim in San Francisco since the beginning of 2004. 



In one week's time, nine people were either killed or injured in 
San Francisco. What's going on in San Francisco with this wave of 
violence, predominantly in neighborhoods of color? We have been 
asking this question for years, whenever we hear of the senseless 
murders in our cities and neighborhoods, but do any of you out there 
have any ideas/answers about why murders are on the rise? Is it 
street justice? Has SF become more dangerous than Oakland? Is it 
because the media is playing it up like a competitive sport? Hey, give 
us your take, but let's take it a step further and figure out a topic for 
our workshop writers to think and write about! 

Which now leads us to talking about the first topic we discussed 
in workshops prior to the writing in this informative issue. The 
topic was: "Its Serious — This week we want you to tell us what's 
serious to you. Incarceration is a serious business. What comes with 
incarceration is some very serious counselors, lawyers, probation 
officers and judges, seriously dealing with your life. We turn on the 
TV and we hear about the tragic war in Iraq, the senseless killings in 
our communities, and the upcoming presidential election — that's all 
very serious stuff. 

All of us have a take on what's serious (good or bad) on a 
personal level or in a general sense. So, we now turn to you and 
ask you to look at yourself and your life, to look at your community, 
which you call home, to look at your world as you see it and tell us, 
what's serious to you, and why?" 

Our second topic led to a very good dialogue in the workshops, 
as did the first. The second topic was: "What Makes A Good Counselor 
— We have read many criticisms of counselors who supervise you 
while you're in the Hall. Sometimes you describe them as 'shady,' 
sometimes you describe them in language we can't print. But we have 
also seen many tributes to counselors who have guided you, helped 
you, given you hope and support. 

We would like to know what makes a good counselor. If you have 
someone particular in mind, tell us what makes that person good. We 
don't want you to use this opportunity to hate on anyone, but one 
way to describe a good counselor is to tell us what a bad counselor is 
(no names) and compare the two. 

We hope you use this opportunity to give real advice to 
counselors who will read what you write in a serious way, so they can 
do better jobs. If you were a counselor here, how would you conduct 
yourself? What would you do to be the best counselor you could 
be?" 

Our last topic was: "Strange Encounters — We have all been in a 
messed up situation at one point or another. During these times, have 
you ever run into someone who either said something deep to you, or 
helped you out? 

Have you ever had a strange encounter with someone that had a 
lasting effect on you? Has someone ever spoken a few words to you 
that stuck with you? Have you ever had a deep conversation with 
a dope fiend or a prostitute, someone who was down and out, or 
anyone random you never expected would have anything to say to 
you? Tell us about it and how and why it had an effect on you." 

Before you get to the powerful writings within these pages, let 
us take a moment to mention and congratulate our POW (Piece of the 
Week) recipients. They are R-Jae and Diablyto from the mighty San 
Francisco YGC, Broken Glass from San Mateo, Shorty from Marin, and 
Gelo, Telefaro, Ben, Josh, Anonymous Man, Laquisha, and two pieces 
from ShoMoe. 

OK, writers in the Hall and beyond, we encourage you to 
consider our latest contest question for the 10th Editorial Note 
Writing Contest, which is open to all readers of The Beat Within. 
We want to know, what is your all-time favorite movie and why? We 
are curious about why this movie moves you so much. Tell us how it 
relates to you. Tell the readers about a time, maybe the first time, 
you saw the movie. We want the inviting details about why this 
movie will always have an important place on your movie shelf/heart. 
Be creative when painting the picture of this special, special movie. 

With this said, the contest deadline for submissions is July 31, 
2004. We will award four prizes/money orders for our favorite pieces. 
Our top prize is a $100 money order for first place. Followed by a 
$50 money order for second place, and for third and fourth place, 
$25 money orders. With this said, good luck writers in attempting to 
create a moving and telling piece about your all time favorite movie. 
We encourage all of you editor's note readers to take this topic on! 
Now take us to the movies! 

All right, time is ticking, and we need to read this issue one more 
time before it becomes the product (still filled with typos) you now 
hold in your hands, so let us wrap this ed note up with a dedication 
to our colleague. Will Roy, for having the courage to play such an 
important role in our community as a spokesperson, for not only 
The Beat Within, but for himself. Will, like the very impressive Jason 
Treas, the very cool Mervyn Wool, and the poetic Gelle Tolbert, have 
very, very important roles — to shed light on life within the criminal 
justice system, and they do it well. We are honored to give them the 
opportunity when they want it. (We must say, we never force this 
role on them.) Imagine how many people they have touched since 
joining The Beat Within from the free world!? Imagine how many 
people see incarceration a bit differently after meeting, listening to, 
them. Imagine helping the everyday Joe put a face to the text we 
provide here?! Well, that is why this goes out to Will Roy, for getting 
on a plane for the first time to fly to New York to represent The 
Beat Within, to touch lives and keep it real in that boardroom on the 
23rd floor. Let's just say he dazzled them, as he not only represented 
himself, or us, but all of you who have, or are, living within a cell. 
Thank you. Will. 
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The Beat Within, a weekly newsletter of writing and art by 
incarcerated youth, is published by Pacific News Service. 

At The Beat Within, we go through a lot of trouble to censor 
inappropriate sexual remarks, foul language, and gang references. 
There is enough tension in our commuities already-we don't aim to 
bolster it. It is in The Beat's interest to promote peace and unity. Our 
goal is to educate one another. 

The Beat Within publishes the opinions and views expressed by the 
participants in our workshops. This is simply the pure voice of the 
youth. The views you read do not necessarily reflect those of the 
publisher, editor or staff. All rights are reserved. Nothing from this 
publication can be reproduced without our written permission. 

To our writers: What you write could be hazardous to you. Your 
words have consequences, and could be used to incriminate you. 
Try to illuminate your feelings and viewpoints without running the 
risk of providing ammunition for those who might use your words 
against you. 



Co-founders: Sandy Close and David Inocencio 

Senior Editors: David Inocencio and Donna Hunter 

Assistant Editors: Michael Kroll, Allan Martinez, Matt Melamed and 
Arlene Mitri. 

Graphics/Layout Editors: Manen Pau and Eric Strenger 

Staff: Pauline Craig, Jason Treas, Allan Tinker, David Muhammad, 
Jill Wolfson, Patricia Johnson, Jason Tuufuli, Janea Asis, Krystal 
Sipp, Fanny Duong, Vilasak Thebpanya, Eric Ballasteros, Amanda 
Abies, Mervyn Wool, Omar Turcious, Dennis Morton, Keir Davidson, 
Daniela Rible, Roy Hodgson, Yvette Coronado-Mercer, Will Roy, 
Janea Asis, Joselito Delos-Reyes, Michael Metcalf, Rene Aragon, and 
Anthony Bell. 

Art: Much props to everyone for the great art this week. 
Spiritual Advisor: Jack Jacqua 
Book Donor: Marisela Norte 



Beat Supporters: The Beat Within greatfully acknowledges the 
generous support of funders of Pacific News Service's Youth 
Communications Programs - Annie E. Casey Foundation, California 
Arts Council, California Wellness Foundation, Community 
Foundation of Silicon Valley, Community Technology Foundation of 
California, Compton Foundation, Creative Work Fund, Cricket Island 
Foundation, Evelyn & Walter Haas, Jr. Fund, Ford Foundation, Free 
Speech TV, Hewlett Foundation, James Irvine Foundation, Louis R. 
Lurie Foundation, Marguerite Casey Foundation, Morris Stulsaft 
Foundation, Nathan Cummings Foundation, Oakland Fund For 
Children & Youth, Open Society Institute, Peninsula Community 
Foundation, Richard Rhoda Goldman Fund, Rockefeller Foundation, 
S.H. Cowell Foundation, San Francisco Arts Commision, Shinnyo- 
en Foundation, Stone Foundation, Stuart Foundation, Surdna 
Foundation, California Endowment, Tides Foundation, Van Loben 
Sels/Renbe Rock Foundation, Vanguard Public Foundation, Wallace 
Alexander Gerbode Foundation, Walter S. Johnson Foundation, 
Youth Justice Funding Collaborative, and the Zellerbach Family 
Fund. 

Writers: Thanks to all the participants in our workshops in the San 
Francisco's Youth Guidence Center and Log Cabin Ranch School 
and the Walden House Facility, Maricopa County, Arizona, Walden 
House, Canon Barcus Community Center, San Mateo, Napa, Santa 
Clara, San Luis Obispo, Alameda County, Santa Cruz County and 
Marin County Juvenile Halls. As well as Riker's Island in New York 
City, Natural Bridge in Virginia, and Hidden Truth in Rhode Island. 
If you have any questions or comments about The Beat Within, or if 
you would like to become a subscriber, contact us at: 275 Ninth St. 
SF.CA. 94103 or call (415)503-4170 or check us out at 

www. thebeatwithin .org 
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Mouse 

Misunderstood: 
(Really sing.) 
"You are my sunshine, my only sunshine, you 
make me happy when skies are gray. You'll 
never know dear, how much I love you, please 
don't take my sunshine away ..." 
Stubborn: 

(Not in a yell, but an eager call.) 
Come over here, Mouse. 

(His daughter Misunderstood runs towards 

her father.) 

Misunderstood: 

Dad, I don't want to go to Garden School today. 
Those buds are always pulling on my petals. 
Stubborn: 

Well, I guess one day wouldn't hurt. How about 
me and you go to the TV section and watch 
some videos? 
Misunderstood: 
Yeah, let's go . . . 

(They begin to walk towards the department.) 
Hey Dad! 

(Stubborn stops and turns to his daughter.) 

Stubborn: 

What is it Mouse? 

Misunderstood: 

Ummm . . . nothing. 

(She thinks about her "show and tell" day last 
week at school. Stubborn freezes and we only 
hear Misunderstood. To audience) 
Oh my gosh, my Dad is soooo cool. He's my 
hero the way he walks, talks, acts ... I love 
everything about him. But the other day at 
Garden School, they made fun of me. No 
one knows my Dad, and they thought I was 
different because no one's Dad was really 
that great! But mines is. Oh yeah, my Dad is! 
(Exaggerated) The other day we went to the 
pottery section and slid down pots and we read 
stories at the store's library and he bought me 
a humongous mud pie! (Normal tone) I don't 
care what anyone says. My Dad is the coolest 
radio in the store. 

(Stubborn unfreezes and they continue.) 

Okay, so I call the remote first. 

(She skips to catch up with her father.) 

Stubborn: 

Hold on Mouse. 

(They listen in for the report.) 

Voice On The Radio: 

There has been an outburst in the front of the 
store. We are being attacked by a robber. All 
veterans report! I repeat, Report! 
Stubborn: 

Mouse, I have to go sweetie. Run home and 
stay with Mom. I'll be home soon! 
Misunderstood: 
But Dad . . . 

(Stubborn has already walked off and doesn't 
hear his daughter crying. Misunderstood drops 
her head and drags her feet as she begins to 
walk in the opposite direction home.) 

Act I, Scene II: 

Time: Two months later. Place: Home. At 
rise, Dad starts spending less time with 
Misunderstood. In their house, getting ready 
for dinner. 

Stubborn: 

Hey Mouse, dinner is ready! 

(No response. He repeats a little annoyed.) 

Hey Mouse! Dinner is ready! 

Misunderstood: 

(Answers a little irritated) 

Hold on Dad, I'm coming. 

(Walks into the living room where her Dad is 

with a soggy walk.) 

Stubborn: 

What's up with you? 
Misunderstood: 

(Misunderstood thinks about how their 
relationship has changed lately, about how 
much she loves him, but that undeniable 
feeling that things are different makes her feel 
she can't tell him what's on her mind.) 



Nothing Dad, just a little tired. Let's eat. 
(They enjoy a great dinner of dirt and screws. 
As she smiles, her petals open, and as he 
smiles, his light flickers. The chemistry is 
back.) 

Act II, Scene I: 

Time: Ten years later, Stubborn the radio is 
now 55 sets of seasons old. Misunderstood 
the blooming flower is now going into her 
18th winter. Misunderstood walks in high off 
poppy seeds, while Stubborn the broken radio 
is trying to fix his antenna in the living room. 
Front door opens. 

Stubborn: 

Where have you been! 
(He yells.) 

It's 3:30 in the morning and it's a school 
night! 

Misunderstood: 
(She hiccups.) 

You know I don't go to Garden School anyways. 
Besides, the last time I checked, you weren't 
around to notice! (She snaps.) 
Stubborn: 

And what is that supposed to mean? 

Misunderstood: 

(Says it with an attitude.) 

I don't know Dad! You tell me! 

Stubborn: 

What has become of you? You used to be such 
a great blossom and look what's become of 
you! 

(Says with a smirk.) 

You're covered in dirt. I don't even know you 

anymore. 

Misunderstood: 

Oh, go blow a fuse you worthless appliance! 
(They walk away in opposite directions.) 

Act II, Scene II 

Time: an hour later. Stubborn the radio 
humbles himself and goes to knock on his 
daughter's door to apologize. She doesn't 
answer, so he opens the door. 

Stubborn: 

Hey, you want to talk? 

(Looks around for her and sees that she's 
not there. He notices a note on her computer, 
walks over, and picks it up. Reads the letter.) 
Misunderstood: 
Dad, 

Things just aren't working out here 
anymore, so I'm leaving you in peace. You 
probably won't notice. No one likes "dirt" on 
their rug anyway. 

Misunderstood, The Blooming Flower 
Stubborn: 

(Yelling to audience, hysterical.) 
Oh my God! 

(Puts hands on his head and paces back and 
forth while he talks.) 

She's gone! My baby girl is gone! My pride 
and joy is gone! Where should I look? Where 
should I go? I don't know what I'm going to do 
without her. The light won't shine, my antenna 
won't rise, I'll never be the same. I've got to 
find her! 
(Un-freezes.) 

Act II, Scene HI 

Time: 9:30pm. Stubborn the broken radio is 
walking around the back alleys of the store 
with his flashlight, searching for his daughter 
Misunderstood, the blooming flower. 

Stubborn: 

(He yells with his hands cupped around his 
mouth) 

Mouse, Mouse, . . . Mouse, where are you? 
(Yelling but on the verge of crying) 
Mouse! Please Mouse, come home! 
(Stubborn falls to his knees and puts his head 
in his lap, crying tears of stone. Ten seconds 
pass and he hears moaning coming from 
somewhere near. He slowly rises off his knees 



to see if it's his daughter. He follows the moan 
like a hound to a smell.) 
Mouse! Mouse! 

(He approaches a girl by a dumpster. She 

looks not a day over 9, maybe even younger. 

Something is so familiar about her, almost like 

he knows her.) 

What's wrong little girl? 

(The little girl looks up at him) 

Little Girl: 

(Her face lights up and she smiles and runs 
towards him, hugs him) 
Daddy! Daddy! 
Stubborn: 

Are you looking for your daddy? 
Little Girl: 

No, you are my daddy! 

Stubborn: 

(Pats her head) 

Awww . . . poor thing. You must be lost. Do you 
know where you live? 

(The little girl backs away, as if she just hugged 

a complete stranger) 

Are you okay? What's wrong? 

Little Girl: 

What happened to you, Daddy? 

(She cries) 

Stubborn: 

Awww, Mouse, I'm not your father! 

(Covers mouth — he's surprised he called the 

child by his daughter's nickname as a kid) 

Little Girl: 

(She smiles) 

See, you are my daddy! I'm Mouse! Daddy, I'm 

Mouse! 

Stubborn: 

No, no . . . my daughter is almost 18. 
Little Girl: 

Well, where is she then? 
Stubborn: 

(Bows head in shame) 

She's . . . she's . . . 

Little Girl: 

Gone? 

Stubborn: 

How'd you know? 

Little Girl: 

I don't know, just a feeling. My dad should be 

coming for me any minute now. 

Stubborn: 

I thought, you thought, well . . . that I was your 
dad? 

Little Girl: 

You look like him . . . walk like him . . . smell 
like him . . . but now I know you're not him. 
Stubborn: 

(Answers with concern) 
How do you know? 
Little Girl: 

Because my dad's the coolest! He talks to me 
and takes me to the park and we make mud 
pies together. 

(She smiles and it slowly fades. She 
continues.) 

He would never leave me, never hurt me and he 

listens to me. 

Stubborn: 

(Bends his knees and crouches down and puts 

his head down. He's ashamed.) 

I ... I ... I used to treat my daughter that 

way. 

(He struggles to push out the words.) 

I don't really know what happened between us. 

She grew up! And I grew . . . old. Old and lonely. 

Something I never wanted to be. 

(He doesn't even notice the little girl starting 

to leave.) 

I wish I had her here, just to hold her again. 
She doesn't even know I love her because I 
never show it . . . 

(He looks up and sees the little girl walking 
away.) 

Hey wait — where are you going? 
Little Girl: 

(Sings while walking. Fading out.) 
"You are my sunshine, my only sunshine, you 
make me happy when skies are grey. You'll 
never know, dear, how much I love you, please 
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don't take my sunshine away ..." 

(Stubborn sits down in the alley and tries to 

absorb all that he just started to realize.) 

Stubborn: 

(To the audience.) 

What's become of me, what have I turned into? 
Maybe it's too late, she'll never know how I feel 
. . . Why don't I tell her? No! I can't because . 
. . I don't know! I'm a man — men don't cry, 
men don't explain how they feel, men don't 
hug their daughters once they're older . . . 
Why? You just don't . . . well, maybe because 
then maybe she'll see how much I love her. 
It's too hard. But I can't pretend anymore. I 
can't pretend that I'm happy because I'm not! 
I can't pretend I don't miss her, because I do, 
and I can't go on pretending it doesn't matter 
because it does! I love her more than anything 
in this world . . . and now she's gone. And 
she's happy, she doesn't miss me or love me 
because you can't miss what you haven't had 
in 10 years. 

(Walks home while singing.) 

You are my sunshine, my only sunshine, you 

make me happy when skies are grey. You'll 

never know dear, how much I love you, please 

don't take my sunshine away . . . 

(Looks up at the stars and one tear falls.) 

Act II, Scene IV 

Time: 6:30am, next day at their house. 
Stubborn makes up gasping — he had a bad 
dream about Misunderstood. 

Stubborn: 
(He yells.) 
No! No! 

(He realizes it was just a dream . . . jumps out 

of bed and goes downstairs. He sees her on the 

couch asleep. He approaches her. He decides 

to let her sleep, but as he walks away, she 

wakes up.) 

Misunderstood: 

Dad? 

Stubborn: 

Uhh . . . I'm glad you're home. 
(Starts walking up the stairs.) 
Misunderstood: 

Don't leave me again! Don't walk away from me 
now that I need you, you're always leaving me! 
Stubborn: 

I've always tried to be there for you, working 
hard hours to support you and provide you 
with a good life. 
(Yells.) 

I was always around! 
Misunderstood: 

Being around and being there are two different 
things! And you . . . you were never there. 
Stubborn: 

What happened to you? Why are you so 

different now? 

Misunderstood: 

I don't know! I don't know why I am the way I 

am! I run from you. I drink to despise you and 

I don't know where I'm going or why, because 

my best friend is gone! 

(A few tears roll down her face.) 

I remember when I was a little kid . . . 

(Smiles and cries.) 

I used to tell everyone you were "the best dad 
in the world," and you . . . you still might be 
— I just don't know that man anymore. 
Stubborn: 

You just . . . grew up so fast — one day you 
were my "Little Mouse" and now you're . . . 
you're a beautiful young lady. 
Misunderstood: 

All of those long hours you worked so I could 
be your princess on a golden pedestal means 



nothing to me! I don't want material things; I 

want someone to talk to. You were always "just 

too busy." Too busy having fun and living life, 

and during all that time, I grew up, dad! I grew 

up without you! You always saw the bad in me. 

I only got to see you when the principal called, 

or I was arrested. I never saw you at my school 

play! Or at my basketball game! All you did was 

kick me. I've been miserable for a long time. 

Stubborn: 

(Mumbles.) 

I'm not happy . . . 

Misunderstood: 

What? 

Stubborn: 

(Screams.) 

I said I'm not happy! I'm not happy with life. I'm 
not happy with myself. I'm not happy because 
I've failed you as a father. I've loved you forever 
and a day. But I cover it up, because you were 
getting older and so was I, you were at your 
prime, and I was over the hill. I had nothing to 
give you but material things. 
Misunderstood: 

You want to know why you were (sarcastically) 
"the coolest Dad" was not because of your car 
or money, but because I knew you loved me — I 
knew I could tell you anything and I knew we 
were happy! Now . . . I'm sure about anything 
anymore. 
Stubborn: 
I'm scared. 
(He sighs.) 

I'm scared of losing you. I'm scared of what 
you think of me. I keep thinking about your 
wedding day and your labor. Some of the 
most happiest times of your life and I know 
you won't want me there. So there it is, I've 
admitted it — I'm scared! I'm not a hero or the 
coolest radio . . . I'm just me. And I'm scared 
that soon I'll be old and lonely and have no 
part of your life, all the beauty and pain. 
Misunderstood: 

Why did you wait so long to Anally tell me how 

you feel? 

Stubborn: 

What? Did you think you were the only one 
with problems? Just because I don't drink and 
get in "trouble" like you do, but I have other 
habits, and they help me avoid saying how I 
feel . . . remember, mend don't cry. 
Misunderstood: 

That's so stupid! It's stupid that we can't say 

what we want to say without getting rude or 

arguing. 

Stubborn: 

It is . . . 

Misunderstood: 

So what now? Are you just going to run in and 

save the day? 

Stubborn: 

I'm just going to be me and not get in the 
way of letting you be you. Whatever happens 
happens, but I'm willing to listen and learn. 
Misunderstood: 
One step at a time? 

(They hug. They both freeze and the narrator 
walks around them and reads the rhymes. 
Walks to Stubborn.) 
Narrator: 

Well who would have thought 

he still has a heart 

and now a little pride 

because he plans to stay by her side 

He doesn't want to be old and 

unloved 

so he Anally said how he feels 
for once in his life 
he was real 
Tomorrow's a new day 



he'll now live 
in a new way 

his life of frustration in a play . . . 

"Stubborn the broken radio" 

with a million dollar grin 

not a painful end 

but a great way to begin . . . 

(Walks over to Misunderstood.) 

As for Misunderstood 

she now has someone 

to encourage her to be good 

Her hero was just a myth 

but in exchange she received a gift 

a loving father 

to grow with 

Nothing's perfect 

and that's what's great 

they don't know their fate 

just intend to And a better place 

Love and support 

around to water her down 

so that when she blooms 

her father's around 

Side by side 

day by day 

living the same 

life but in another way . . . 

(Stands between them.) 

Maybe you're Stubborn or Misunderstood 

maybe your relationship at home 

has changed 

or could 

As we end this 

we begin this 

in a nutshell 

this is entitled "Bliss." 

-Broken Glass, San Mateo 
From The Beat: Your maturity as a writer was 
never in question, but leave it to the good folk 
at Each One, Reach One to bring out a whole 
'nother level to your writing. It's not simply the 
content of the play that is so impressive (the 
discussion of the relationship between Stubborn 
and Misunderstood), it's the professionalism of 
the stage directions that give us a picture of 
exactly how you envision the action unfolding, 
and will give the actors who you work with an 
ability to develop the action and characters in 
the way you want them to. It's impossible for 
us to read this and not read Misunderstood 
as your proxy in the play, but whether true or 
not, this play is a telling description of how a 
powerful father / daughter relationship can go 
awry. It's tough to be overly impressed by your 
work anymore — it's as if you've set a standard of 
excellence that we simply expect you to step to 
with every piece. However, this is amazing. 



I wonder what did I do wrong to get my 
ass beat up? But I want you to know 
I love you with all my heart. 



X>qcjdy 



I made mistakes. Things are said. But 
always remember the word "sorry." I 
wonder if you hate me or you want to 
see me dead? I don't know. 

I wonder what did I do wrong to 
get my ass beat up? But I want you 
to know I love you with all my heart. 
I know you don't love me. Daddy, I'm 
sorry if I ever hurt you. I didn't mean 
to, Daddy. 

I always wish my life was 
different, but it's not. My life is 
the worst life there is. But always 
remember the word "sorry." 

Always remember that I love 
you. 

-Shorty, Marin 

From The Beat: Do you think that you'll ever 
send him this letter? What makes you love 
your father? What makes you want to give him 
another chance! We hope he accepts it! 
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Drugs 

I know the majority of us did or tried our share of drugs. 
Either smokin' some doja, poppin' thizzles, sniffin' 
that coca-cola, hittin' that ice, sippin' that drank, eatin' 
them 'shrooms, or messin' wit' that D. 

I used to stay blowin' a choppa all day, every day, or 
getting tuck off the liquor. Back then I really believed 
I was never gonna stop smokin'. I mean high till I die! 
Yadamean? 

Then they put me in YTEC, takin' pee tests three 
times a week. But I found a way to cheat the pee tests, 
so I was blowin' fat in YTEC for six months. I didn't get 
wrapped until someone snitched. Now I've been sober 
and clean of weed for like five months now. I thought 
that was never gonna happen, but it did, and I feel 
hecka proud of it. 

To all y'all out there getting high and tuck, the only 
thing you are doin' is messin' up your brain and body. 
If you smoke weed or pop E, and you've been doin' that 
for a while, I guarantee there is a couple of holes in 
your brain, and if you drink, your lives is all jacked up. 
If you smoke cigs like new pimps for a while your lungs 
is black and messed up. 

And if you trip off it, with all the weed you smoked 
all your life and the money you spent you would 
probably have Gs in your pockets. 'Cause I know I 
must've smoked between three and four thousand 
dollars worth of weed, and what do I have to show for 
it? Nothing. But I heard if you stop smokin' by the age 
twenty four your lungs and health will be coo' cause we 
all still young. 

Just some advice: stop getting high and just find 
other things to do or keep you busy, and I bet things 
will go better for you in life. Plus most people say they 
only smoke weed. Well weed is a gateway drug and it's 
gonna lead to bigger and harder things. 

-R-Jae YTEC, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: You give excellent advice in this piece, R-JaE. But 
we're curious to know if you didn't hear similar advice when you 
were on the outs doing your "thang" and it still didn't change what 
you were doing. So, how can young people (like you) get 
the message without having to lock them up? Once the 
threat of YTEC isn't hanging over your head, how will 
you resist the temptations that are out there? If someone 
hadn't snitched would you still have been smoking? 



God GqVe A\e A- Second! Chqnce 

I think serious is a word that not much people realize what 
it means until something really serious happens' to them, 
I consider myself one of those people, 'cause when I was 
outside, I didn't really care about much. 

One of the things that was actually serious to me was 
my block, my homies. But now that I'm in here, I realize that 
I wasn't serious to my block or to my homies, 'cause since I 
got here, I haven't heard a word from them. But I don't really 
trip off that 'cause that made me realize the " real" serious 
stuff in life — my daughter, my mom, my girl, and of course, 
myself. 

I found out that my life is really important, because If I 
lose it, then my daughter is gonna grow up with no father, 
and my girl with no man, and my mom is gonna lose a son. 
And I don't want to hurt all the people that I love because it's 
all I have in life. 

The most serious matter I realize about is God, 'cause 
he gave me a second chance by coming in here and helping 
me change my life for good. I think He's the biggest one from 
all of us, and I think people should take Him more serious 
than anything else. He gave us life and he could take it 
anytime. 

This is what I think is serious in life. 

-Diablyto B4, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: Each week, we are more and more impressed with your 
writing, Diablyto. We see a mind unfolding, developing and growing in 
a way that promises that a different person will be walking out of here 
than the one who first walked in. We wish that others in your situation 
would come to realize who their true homies are, and who really supports 
them. But somehow, it appears that each of you must come to your own 
understanding based on your own experiences. We are just grateful that 
for you, that has meant a change of mind and a change of heart. 



Tm that fish 
that you catTh 



I foundj 

my life is rSSHK] 
importing 
If I lose it, then 
daughter is^gonHT 

grow up with no 
father, and my girl 
with no man, 

and my mom is 
gonna lose a son. 



1Vr> JietxL 
i'm a red, white, blue 
black dog mixed with fear 
i'm a basketball player 

dedicated 
and don't shed a tear 
i'm a lake 
on a sunny day 
filled with family and friends 
i'm that fish 
that you catch 
on that fifty-pound-test line 
i'm that rap or r'n'b song 
that everybody 
keep repeating 

i'm real 
real as can be 
that true black brother 
dedicated 
to his responsibility 
i'm that net 
that the ball go through 
after every shot 
i'm that dog 
the one that everybody 



call the pound on 
i'm that burrito 
or pizza that everyone 
pick up everyday 

i'm real 
and the realest 
it can be 
feel me 
i'm that young man 
that like to stand strong 
and walk strong 
i'm the one 
dedicated 
to his work 
i'm that young man 
that always has 

the fear 
of getting killed 
yeah i'm him 

-Telefaro, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: And now you're the young 
man who will pursue his plan of working 
at The Beat, as you walk your path toward 
getting and remaining free! Yes, you are he! 
And you are a writer of fine poetry in the 
pages of The Beat. 



Pieces Of the Week (#5 



It's Serious 

people eating 
hot slugs for breakfast 
lunch and dinner 
people dying 
each and every 
spring summer fall winter 
food for maggots 
to consume 
flesh wounds 
stab wounds 
bullet wounds 
it's all serious 
but they blame music 
movies and others 
to hide the truth 
but anybody with the right 
state of mind can see 
they swear 
we're color-blind 
or dumb to the facts 
at war with iraq 
but what about 
the people selling crack 
it's all about the money 
that make' us go numb 

but remember 
to stop look and listen 



it 

like a volcano, 
of truth! 



aboufTtTagain, 



Suicide 

This is not the topic for tonight, but it is something that 
is on my mind. Someone who is very close to me has 
wrote me a letter talking about suicide and about how 
they want to hurt themselves. 

I would never try to hurt or kill myself. I don't think 
that that's the way to solve your problems. There are 
lots of things you can do instead of hurting yourself 
such as talking to a close friend who you trust and know 
will listen to you. You can listen to music or do anything 
that you like to do in your spare time. 

Also when you talk about suicide and you have 
someone who cares for you it is going to affect them too. 
When I read about my girlfriend talking about suicide it 
made me worry, because when I'm locked up in here, I'm 
worrying a lot because there is not a lot I can do for her 
while I'm in here, but write her. 

For anyone whoever thinks about suicide I want to 
tell you that there are better ways to solve problems, 
and I once read something that said "what does not kill 
you only makes you stronger." Stay up. 

-Josh, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Thoughtful writing. Sometimes when people talk 
about suicide, what they really need is help or like you said, someone 
to talk to. Do you offer this same advice to your lady? Why don't you 
send her a copy of this when it is printed? And, let her know that it 
gets greater later. 
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Sponge, EncounrePz 

When I first got to max unit, I was scared of everyone. I 
didn't know anyone that didn't know me. People made 
fun of me at first but I ignored them. Some people 
look at me weird, but it doesn't bother me. 

Then one time we went out to PE and we were 
playing baseball. It was this one person's turn; he 
went up, took the small bat. He batted; it was silent 
for a little while. He makes a homerun. Everyone was 
cheering for him. He ran to first base second, third, 
then he took a big jump and landed on homerun. So 
when he was walking towards on the back on the line, 
he looks up to me and says, "don't wear your sweater" 
which he was. 

Few days later it was a visiting day. My mom was 
crying and I didn't know what to tell her. Then when 
the visiting was almost over the person that said that 
meaningless comment called me up and said, "Aye 
join our prayer." So my mom and I went to them and 
we all prayed. 

The next day we were going out to have our free 
time. Then all of a sudden the person that made the 
homerun, sweater comment, prayer, comes up to me, 
he gives me a bunch of papers. So I thought it was 
nothing. When we got back to our room I looked at the 
papers, it was prayers, and I thought he was going to 
make fun of me, or something, but it was prayers. 

At dinner we sat at the same table. I asked him, 
"What were these papers for?" He answered in a tired 
voice, "They're prayers my aunt gave me, she told me 
to read them and pray if I was scared." So we were 
talking and talking, then he asks me, "You get scared a lot in here, do 
you?" I answered, "Yea, I always get scared in here. I'm the youngest, the 
smallest, and I don't have anyone to talk to." He said, "If you're scared 
just pray." 

So after that conversation I thought he changed my life because 
every time I have any problems, fears, or not nice thoughts, I just pray. 
He looks at me once in a while asks me if I'm doing good in this place, I 
answer, "Yea, I'm fine." So now I pray every time I'm scared. Oh yea, his 
name is James. 

-Gelo, 150 Crew 

It takes so much courage to admit you're scared. Most people 
How do the prayers help you? Would 



i bet you can hear the bullets 
hissin' 
we at war in the streets 
and wars overseas 
for what 
money hate and greed 
so that our president 
can fulfill his father's dreams 
tell me if you see what i see 
— the reality 
trust me — 
it's serious 
but quiet don't speak 
because they don't like 
to hear the real 
like a wise man once said 
hear no evil 
speak no evil 
see no evil 
it's serious 

-Ben, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: In the land of the 
blind, the one-eyed man is king. So 
here's the thing: if we shut our ears, 
mouths and eyes — then all the power 
flows from lies. Thanks for a great 
poem that showers your readers with 
wisdom. But we can't just blame the 
top, then volunteer for prison! Let the 
change start with you. Then watch 
grow from the bottom up to erupt 
. That's the power 



From The Beat: 

try to mask their fear by acting tough, 
you encourage others to pray as well? Do you show others support the way 
James showed you support? Do you think having God on your side is more 
powerful than having anything else? 



A- Hohhble Encounrdr 

Strange encounters really mess wit' my head. About seven 
months ago I was on my way home from the movies when 
someone stopped me: one, I shouldn't have stopped; two, I 
should have never got in the vehicle with him; and three, he 
was someone asking for weed. 

He asked me to hit the drink, so I did. He took me to the 
lake down town and offered to give me a blowjob. Four, I said 
no and he tried to force me to. Five, I said no again and took 
off walking. Six, I knew I was safe. I went home and never 
thought about it again. 

It was the worst day of my life. I say that very much 
affected me and I'll never do that again. I thought I knew 'em 
but I didn't. That's very serious so now I'm in Juvenile Hall 
for robbing someone and I'm getting out very soon. 

Much love to all the counselors, my PO and family. 

-Anonymous Man, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: That is a horrible experience to have to go through. You 
are lucky that it didn't escalate into something worse if you know what 
we mean. Have you talked to a counselor or a therapist about this? Do you 
think you will carry this experience with you till you die? How can you come 
to terms with this experience? 
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SpecvU ]3oi- COy peopLe 
Being Native American, is harder than anything you can imagine. Picture yourself struggling to find out anything 
at all about your culture. 

Imagine, a Mexican can go to his mother to learn how to speak his Spanish, so can anyone whose family is 
from Europe, or the Middle East, or Asia; or anyone from numerous other ethnic origins. Some of these languages 
are even taught in public schools. 

But for Native Americans, it seems our languages are dying. They have been stolen from us. Not even our 
grandmothers know our language! 

My whole life, I've been trying to learn about my Porno and Wappo heritage. And every door I come to, is locked 
with a key held by my ancestors. The second key has been destroyed by White America. 

For most of my life, I believed in a religion that my people were forced to adopt. I didn't even comprehend this, 
until about eighteen months ago. Now I get looked at crazy and people ask why I don't pray to their god! They look 
at me like I have done something wrong. 

And I'm not talking about Whites, I'm talking about once-Aztec people. Mexicans, Blacks, Asians; all these 
people had their own religions, languages, ways of life. All of this has been lost in this so-called great land of 
America. 

To me, America is greed, thievery, lies! They steal more than land from my people — they stole our way of life! 
But every time I talk to someone about my heritage, they play that act: "I can imagine your anger. They took your 
land." But land is not half of the value they took. 

They tried to take our spirit and soul, piece by piece! Sometimes I don't even feel Native American — because 
I act White! I wear their clothes, talk their language, live in their houses, use their money, listen to their music, 
and many other things that my people never used to do. 

My dream is to have everyone go back to the land of their ancestors; but it's not only too late, it's impossible. 
Lots of my people have lost their identity to White America — including me! I am about to be eighteen, and I have 
never been to my reservation. 

I am a result of relocation money. I was born blind like a cat, but finally my eyes are beginning to open. Yet my 
vision is still blurred: I only know a little about my people. The more I learn, the more I can truly see. I have only 
prayed with my people once — not even understanding its sacredness or comprehending its significance! 

My grandma said that White people have no history, but I think she meant no history worthy of note. When I 
look, I see that they have language, religion, and other aspects of culture that form a people's history — while we 
have a history that is all but erased! And what remains, has been diluted by the Whites. 

Slowly yet unceasingly, over the years of their breaking us down, we continue fight. We hold on to the truths 
and piece together our history. Yet so much has been lost! The only thing Native about me is my hair, heart, soul, 
spirit, blood — but my tongue, mind, eyes, ears, and way of life, are those of a White man. 

After years of thinking this is the way it was, I have found the truth, yet know only small pieces of it. I am 
hungry for more, but have not found what is needed. I've learned a lot from books, like Lame Deer, Aztec, Aztec 
Autumn, Aztec Blood. I look for more books, but it's hard in juvenile hall, because they never have those books. 
They have to order them. 

I have no one to teach me these things. It should be my mother teaching me, for she possesses more knowledge 
than I. But she has lost a battle against drug-abuse, so her knowledge remains untapped and has not been passed 
along to me. And my father denied me, so he tells me nothing. Plus, they both live White lives, just like me. 

So who do I turn to? I know no elders. I know no one who holds my history, but I will find out! For there is a 
passion that burns inside me that says, "Sho-Moe-Ine, you're Native America." And it tells me, "Your people will 
survive, will live on!" So I strive to keep my Native spirit alive. 

Something what saddens me, is that most of my people wear White names, like my family — my mother is 
Linda; my father is Joe; my brothers are Joe and Allen. But I've been blessed with a name that is of my people: 
Sho-Moe-Ine, which means Dancing Man! And I am proud of this! 

My hair, skin, blood, heart, and spirit, are all I have to hold onto — so I fight! One day I will truly be a Pomo. 
To me, terms such as Native American, American Indian, and Indian, are wrong names. I am not American, and 
I am not native to American ways. I am not from India, so I am not Indian. The only reason I use these terms, is 
because people don't recognize Pomo, Wappo; they recognize Indian, Native American. 

So, now, can you imagine just some of the struggles of my people? No, you can't, not really — because you 
don't experience it. You have White eyes, ears, mouths, and tongues. I do, too, but slowly they revert to those of 
my people. And soon, I will be a whole Native American. 

(This piece was inspired by Chino. You help me free my mind. Also you gave me some education I can't find in 
a classroom.) 

-Sho-Moe, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: What a magnificent personal testimony! No, we cannot imagine your personal experience, but we have now experienced it! We 
hear you speak of pain and loss, the pain of losing your culture, identity, history, religion and family traditions so completely that you did not 
even recognize (until relatively recently) what had been stolen from you! And we also hear you speak of your reawakening Pomo-and-Wappo 
spirit and your quest to reclaim, piece by piece, by whatever means necessary, your Pomo and Wappo heritage. It is an heroic quest indeed! 
A quest that is sure to prove difficult and humbling on occasion, but a quest that also is certain to enrich and liberate your spirit from the 
oppression into which it was born! And as you recover and resuscitate your history until it is again a living tradition for you, you do so not 
merely for yourself but for countless ancestors — and descendants! We are proud and our BWO writer, Chino we know will be too. 
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S\gnz \n rhe Srql^a 

in memory of A.V.G. 
at night when you look up 
what do you see 
you see stars 
as bright as can be 
the stars are formed 
into beautiful signs 
but for me they form 
different signs 
when i look 
i see a face 
but the face i see 
has no shape or place 

it's more like 
a feeling deep inside 
a feeling that needs 

no eyes 
a feeling as strong 
as an ocean tide 
when i first felt it i wondered 
who it might be 
then out the sky and stars 
a face looks down at me 
it's a face of beauty 



of grace and love 
then it's clearly the face of the woman 
who is a human dove 
and i realize 
it's my grandmother's face 
looking down at me 
with her beautiful face 
and rivers of tears 
stream down my face of stone 
as memories pour through my heart 
of her with me at home 
then the stars start to part 
and it all goes away 
but the wind just then picks up 
and i hear it say 
don't worry mijos 
and i'll be waiting for you 
and the air just turns cold 
then hard 
then blows away 
and i start to think 
when will it be my day 
i turn my back to the stars 
because it hurts to look 
because i finally realize 
what they finally took 



as i walk into the darkness 
i feel her hand 
i want to run but 
it feels like i am in sand 
no matter how fast i run she's with me 
i have her around my neck 
and that's where she'll always be 
so i stop and say that i love her 
because that's all i could say 
and this night i now 
but await the day 
when you look up at night 
what do you see 
because what you see 
will be different from me 

-Sho-Moe, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: No star chart could define the 
heavens better than your heart did that night! 
And your narrative poem tells it all — the beauty 
of the face you love there in the night, the grief 
of having lost her from your life, the fear as 
you're touched by a spirit both far and near, 
and the transformative power of confessing 
love in the face of your fear! And she's now 
your guardian spirit; when you laugh or when 
you cry, she's there to hear it! When we look 
at the stars we'll remember your lyric, and ask 
ourselves what we truly see, whether we love 
and/or fear it! 




The Mask (a poem in 
two parts) 

The Mask of Bad 
i wear the mask of fear 
yes i wear that mask 
i wear the mask of being alone 
yes i wear that mask 
i wear the mask of staying to myself 

yes i wear that mask 
i wear the mask of living a bad life 
yes i wear that mask 
i wear the mask of being selfish 
yes i wear that mask 
i wear the mask of not having a family 
yes i wear that mask 
i wear the mask of being raped 
yes i wear that mask 
i wear the mask that's full of tears 
yes i wear that mask 
i wear the mask of being unsafe 
yes i wear that mask 
i wear the mask of anger 
yes i wear that mask 
i wear the mask of the bad and evil 
yes i wear that mask 



but it is time to put on a new mask 
The Mask of Good 
i wear the mask of faith 
yes i wear this mask 
i wear the mask of confidence 
yes i wear this mask 
i wear the mask of good 
yes i wear this mask 
i wear the mask of high self-esteem 

yes i wear this mask 
i wear the mask of not being alone 
yes i wear this mask 
i wear the mask of humbleness 
yes i wear this mask 
i wear the mask of respecting myself 
yes i wear this mask 
i wear the mask of being safe 
yes i wear this mask 
i wear the mask of taking care of the 
responsibility of my own life 
yes i wear this mask 
i wear the mask of telling myself i am 
somebody 
yes i wear this mask 
and this mask that i wear now i will 
keep and cherish 



Epilogue 
this is dedicated to 
my beautiful brothas and sistas 
out there in the world 
who feel all alone in life 
but wanna change the way thei' life is 
it is that time ladies and fellas 
yes it is that time 
time that we stand up for ourselves 
and say 
i am somebody 
and i won't be stopped by nobody 
i got my fist in the air 
and the movement of my feet 
got love for my people 
but it starts with me 

-Laqulisha, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: This is a beautiful and powerful 
poem! It speaks both your pain and your hope, 
your past and your future — and claims your 
better future starting today, starting with you 
and the way you choose to see yourself to be 
yourself as you want to be! Not all problems will 
immediately disappear, but from the way you 
presently see yourself here — it's true, nobody 
can stop you! Thank you for offering, too, an 
exercise others can use to help themselves get 
through despair and pump their fist in the air to 
proclaim: The change starts with me! 
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AlyLife 



Ever since I was a youngsta growing up in East Oakland, 
kicking it with OG's from the hood I was just a little bad ass 
kid then, slangin' crack cocaine to the max on my block. I 
was banging, staying out all night with my homie Johnnie, 
pulling, licks — I was only twelve years old. 

In truth it was bad times because I had to pull licks. 
My dad was a dope fiend (heroin) and my mom was a dope 
fiend too. I lived with my dad. He cared about me but I think 
he cared about the drugs more. This left me on the streets 
stranded with the homies. These times were hard. I did 
not always have clean clothes. I'd wear the same clothes 
everyday. There was no food in my house so I'd go to the 
taco truck and get me a burrito. To get my food, I'd pull 
licks. 

I never went to school back then. I'd hang out in front of 
the school and wait for my homies to get out and do some 
dirt. I was a bad boy back then, all I wanted to do was be like 
my big brother, Casper, who was an up and coming gangsta. 
He always looked out for me through thick and thin. 

From 12 to 13 years old I lived this way. When I hit 14, 
I came to juvenile for the first time on an attempted murder 



case, a case I didn't do. So after this I'd get released and 
come back and forth to the halls. This was my path. I just 
lived it. I was just following my heart down a dangerous 
road. I also envisioned prison life 'cause my uncles are 
there, so I thought this was the life to live. 

Today, as a 15 year old, I can say I'm okay with this 
but I don't want to do no life. You know I'm fighting a life 
sentence. Getting old in prison scares me. I'm scared I may 
never see my cousins or my brothers again. It's a shhh-y 
feeling for being in here again for something I did not do. 
That's all I got to say. 

-Lil' Augie, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: You've been through it and we can now understand even 
better where you are coming from. We wonder why some people have to 
grow up this way. We guess some like you had to do what they had to do 
and as a child you were the victim and then as you got older you pulled 
licks and victimized. And then there are people who go through it but see 
that they have the power to not lead a hard life anymore and sometimes 
they go back and help someone that was like them. Now that you 
recognized how close you are to living a life in prison and it's not for you, 
how are you going to live your life? There are support services out there 
that can help you get the food, job and shelter you need. It takes patience 
and courage to ask for help. It really sounds like you are NOT okay with 
this. Can't you decide not to put in work anymore and have real love for 
your street family and be a homeboy that acts as an example and stays 
incarceration free? You don't have to prove yourself anymore. 



r 



Two Sidea To £VeTy Srofy 

Good 

Family lovin' 
Tryin' to educate 
And stop the hate 
Life focus, straight 
Family in trouble, never hesitate 
On time for school, never late 
Stay focused on education day by day 
Family man always doin' right 
Work during the day, home every night 
Staying away from trouble, so I never have to fight 
-Peanut Head, San Mateo 

From The Beat: Once again, PH, your creativity shines through. When you lay it out in columns like this, it looks 
so easy. But, of course, it isn't easy at all. Still, if you follow the through-line in the second column, we have no 
doubt that your life will be much, much easier. 



Evil 

I stay stuntin' 

Crime do pay, stop frontin' 

I'm never runnin' 

Don't care if the police comin' 

I stay top gunnin' 

Don't give a nothin' 

About no one or nothin' 

Money in veins 

Never use my real name 

'Cause I stay crazy in the brain 



When You Look At Me 

what do you see 
when you look at me 
a normal young man 
happy as can be 
let me tell you 
eyes can deceive 
because i am in pain/rage/turmoil 
could you believe 
no you can't see it 
because i smile for you 
but while i smile 
my heart bleeds too 
no one understands my anguish 
not even me 
that's why i stay up 
trying to find some kind of key 
but of all the keys i see 
none can lock the door to my past 
for me this pain i feel 
will forever last 

my wounds 
will never heal 
because i can't stop them 
from opening at will 



and when it happens 

i'm powerless 
no stitches or surgery 
nothing can help this mess 
but for now my wounds 

appear to be healing 
how long before my heart 
again starts to bleeding 
so when you look at me 
what do you see 
a normal young man 
as happy as can be 
but will you remember 
that looks can deceive 

-Sho-Moe. 150 Crew 

From The Beat: For those of us who read your 
words more often than we see your face, we 
see a young man who has survived pain, 
shame, torment and disgrace — but a man 
with the unique courage to face himself and 
his past, a young man who's victory must be 
achieved every day if it is to last! We see a 
poet, philosopher, and spiritual king — the 
barefoot sort when all the world would sing 
in praise of a feeling heart. The deeper the 
wound, the deeper the root of wisdom. In you 
it grows like a tree, in the shadow of which 
we strain to see that young man we thought 
we recognized — Young Sho-Moe growing 
wise! 



nothing can help 
this mess 
but for now 
my wounds 
appear to be healing 



Every day I have encounters 
with down and outers 
Can't speak any louder 
Because we have no powers 
All the people I know are 
addicts 

Little money illegal tactics 
Just actin' like a savage 
Another life we can't imagine 
I know all about everyone's problems 
Exchange advice to solve 'em 
Pocket change and the pipe our lives 

revolvin' 

Stolen property, machinery we're 

installin' 

These conflicts cannot cease 
Ain't easy livin' on the streets 
This heat is unclean 
Like a cycle on a string 
Every day the same old thing 
It's hard to be a fiend 
-Rich, San Mateo 

From The Beat: We admire how much you squeezed 
into so few words. Yes, life on the streets is hard. 
But so is life in jail. So how can you live your life 
in a way that doesn't lead you back here? We don't 
know the answer to this question ourselves, but 
we know that you will have to find some answer 
for yourself, or you will be handing over your 
precious freedom to someone with the power to 
enslave you. Maybe the "conflicts cannot cease," 
but some people manage to find a way not to be 
part of the conflicts, or to get themselves out of 
the environment so that they cannot be seduced 
into getting into beefs with their consequences of 
jail, injury or death. We don't know how they do it, 
but we know they do it. 
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Sky 



i remember when i used to look up at the sky 
it felt as though i could fly 
and whenever i was cold it kept me warm inside 
and a sparkling in my eyes from the stars that shined 
the clouds forming different shapes 
it was like a tv i could watch all day 
with not one move in that one place i stayed 
especially when the sun began to rise 
it was a brilliant color like fire in the sky 
i knew it'd be good days 
i just got those feelings 
looking up at the sky to me was fulfilling 

it often gave me a natural healing 
so relaxed when it'd rain it eased my pain 
wit'out strain the sky is an amazing thing 

-Tishay, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: You remind of us of when we would look at the sky 
and be set free from numerous troubles in our minds. Yes, the sky 
is an ever-changing miracle of movement and color! And so are the 
poems you write, that ease our pain like no other, even in the rain of 
locked down days and long lonely nights — your poems amaze like 
the sky! 




TToSecfiea Of /V) OnboJrn Son 

I Was just a gleam in my mother's eye 
When we was runnin' the streets 
Smokin' and gettin' high 
Pops was in the war 
Shootin' to survive 
Not knowin' what he was fightin' for 
Just tryin' to stay alive 
Moms was fine... 
Brown eyes and thick thighs 
But had a black heart inside 
So when pops met her they hooked 
'Cause he was blinded by her looks... 
He had the body of a stallion 
Big and strong 
Her curly hair was stylin' 
So it didn't take long 
For them to hear their song 
Luther Ingram's "If lovin' you is wrong" 
Before they got it on 
That's when the tragedy began 
Buyin' from the dope man 
Mom's demon came from underneath the sandman 
While pops was out 
Bein' a rollin' stone 
Makin' other women's house his home 
Now I got a sister 
That I don't even know 

I know it's wrong 
But what should I do 
But look at the world 
Through my rearview 
'Cause what's done is done 

I just got to get it 
Off my chest through poetry 
Because it was a tragedy... 
Of an unborn son 

-Dutch Beez B4, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: If your goal was to get this off your chest 
through poetry, the poem you crafted opens a window into your 
life and family that tells a tragic story beautifully, if that makes 
sense. With such a clarity of insight, you have the power to 
turn that probing eye on yourself in order to make certain that 
wonderful mind of yours can remain free. 



Dear Ms. Wadud, 

How do you do what you do, 
That makes you loved by 150-Crew. 
Stay stunting, going stupid everyday, 
'Cause you got love all around the Bay, 
You get off work, but we wish you'd stay, 
You make it fun when we're in our cell, 
It feels like you took us out of hell. 
Thank you for all you've done 
Miss. Wadud, your number one! 
You're the best when it comes to staff, 
You take no shhh, but it's still a blast, 
We get so close, it's like we're folks from the past, 
We get out of line and you check our ass, 
But it's okay, we need to learn, 
The other staff flies around on their broom, 
You know what that means, 
They're witches! 
You still love us when we act like witches, 
We got to go to our rooms, 
But we all got good news, 
We saved money on our car insurance by switching to Gico. 

-Unit 2, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Miss Wadud, is truly a gem. She gets love wherever she goes. 
You could learn a lot from her. She'll show you love, patience, respect, and lead 
you down the road of righteousness. But remember in unit 2, there is no room 
for a big head, 'cause, you all know, that "talking is dead"! 



I don't know if you want to put this in The Beat Within or not? 
I'm sitting here in my cell feeling lonely as hell 
But I try to cheer up 
'Cause I got myself here when I messed up 
But I am really missing my family hella much. 
Because they are the only people there for me. 
Not the game and the thugs on the street 
I don't see them visiting me like my mom does every visit 
So what I think about the game is... 
I say screw the game and screw gangs 
Screw gangbanging period — point blank 
That don't do shhh for you but get me where I am and dam near 
the rest of my family, so screw 'em all 
I just wish I was never born 
The world would be a better place without gangbangers like me 
That's all I am about to say for today. 
I would like to give a shout out to my fams and Arlene. I got much 
love for you for real girl. Stay up and be safe. Peace out! 

-Chris, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Great effort in this piece. You should follow your thoughts and 
feeling because if you don't — you will end up hurting yourself. It may be hard to 
get away from your old lifestyle at first, but once you do, life will get much better 
and easier. You must be the one to change the cycle of incarceration in your family... 
before it's too late. 
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hilling 



What's serious to me is Blacks killing Blacks, Latinos 
killing Latinos, and what I'm saying is everybody is killing 
over nothing and it don't' make no sense. 

I mean people killing over colors, and because 
somebody is from another set. Or because somebody 
was looking at somebody the wrong way. But what really 
is serious is how young ninjas run the streets all day 
claiming a set, color, carrying a gun, knife, and thinking 
nothing of it — ready to take somebody life. 

What else is serious to me is when one of your homies 
get killed, and all you got left is memories. That's serious! 
RIP Lee, Reem, Fred, Cheez, and D-Dirt, one love! 

-Duke El Bl, SP/YGC 

From The Beat: What are you going to do to avoid the same fate as 
some of your folks? Why do you think all this violence is going on in the 
streets? Why do you think people trip of little things like people looking 
at them wrong? What do you suggest we could do to teach everyone the 
value of human life, including their own? 



Tears fall for a reason 
Now I'm going to be away 
For this summer's season 
Every day, my tears fall 
As of right now, I feel two inches tall 
Everyone sheds tears 
Everyone has at least a few fears 
Everyone gets older throughout the years 
Sometimes I feel my tears are the only ones 
that ever fall 
My eyes have waterfalls 
That are not even close to being small 
I don't know today 
I just feel bad 

I think it's because I miss my dad 
I've surrendered my life 
And gave up all I had, 
But why? 

Just so I can shed some more tears? 
Just so everyone else will be aware of my fears? 
Why? 

Just so I can be sad? 
As I grow older throughout the years 
This tear that is running down my face 
Shows the pain I'm going through in this place 
I'm no longer willing to run in this race 
I just want to serve my time 
Get out of this place 
My tears come and go, 
But my love for you will live on 
And this you know. 

-Lost and Alone, San Mateo 

From The Beat: The questions you pose are the same ones that were 
occurring to us to aslc, and though we'd love to help you out, only you 
can provide the answers for yourself. Why did you give up everything 
you had? When you're able to regain it, how will you make sure you 
never give it up again? What will it take to stay on the outs and away 
from the sadness and pain you feel right now? You're not the only one 
shedding tears, but you're the only one who can stop your tears from 
falling. 




the beats pumping off my chest 
from my heart pounding 
leave me struck with a weird 
surround sounding 
just listening and feeling the pain 



Ger Through Ir 



my mind just seems so gone 
i hate being alone 
with no one to hold me 
feeling empty inside 
knowing that there's things there 

but no one to show me 
the beats pumping off my chest 
from my heart pounding 
leave me struck with a weird surround sounding 
just listening and feeling the pain 
at the same time wanting to break down 
and cry with such a mixture of pain 
feels like nevertheless of it 
as my heart pounds it gains 
as seconds go by 
so many pictures run through my mind 
in a minute i'm just thinking 
at the hour i'm depressed 
by the next day i'm down low and stressed 
and after that i just want to rest 
getting my sleep is the best 
but i'll just take this as a test 
'cause i'm gonna stay strong 
and never be a mess 
i'm'a get through it 

-Tishay, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Yet as overwhelming as it feels, it's still only feelings. 
And feelings will pass! Even at the scariest parts of a film you know 
it's just a movie you're seeing; when there's a gun pointed at you and 
someone pulls the trigger, it will never hit 'cause its just an image of it. 
These feelings and pictures from the past are a lot like that; so hold on 
tight if that's what it takes to get through the night — but remember 
the movie will end and they'll turn on the lights. Then maybe you'll be 
tired, but you're still all right! Sometimes it gets hard, but you're still 
getting better day by day. Great poetry, Tishay! 



They don't listen to your 
problems or give advice; 
they just wait for the shift 
to end. 



Essence Of A Good Counselor 

In the San Leandro Juvenile Hall, we have great counselors 
and we have horrible counselors. A good counselor is a 
counselor that counsels and gives good advice and helps you 
plan for your future. 

The good counselors in this hall would be Mr. Battle 
and Granny. They listen to us and hear our problems out 
and try to help us to find a solution for our problem. A good 
counselor shows us love and cares about us and we could see 
that in them. 

A bad counselor is when he/she thinks they're counseling 
you by locking you up in your room. They don't listen to your 
problems or give advice; they just wait for the shift to end. 

If I were a counselor I would change a lot of the rules 
in here. I would support the kids and help them with their 
problems. I would never use any force on the kid, but I would 
try my hardest to convince him he needs to change his life. I 
would bring games in and we would have fun the whole shift. 
That's a good counselor. 

-Abbas, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Sounds like you got a couple counselors you can talk to. That's 
great. Do you think counselors have a hard job? Have you thought about 
working in the system in the future after this experience locked up? You 
would be a great counselor. 
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Well, I'm writing The Beat to holla at all my folks that are still in 
the halls. I'm back in the halls for my appeal 

I was committed to CYA and been there for a minute. I've 
moved on to this higher state of incarceration doing time in a 
facility that does not care about you but the money your being 
there brings them. 

YGC is not a nice place with people that care about helping 
you change your life when you move on. You will not find such a 
place. 

When I was coming up, I was doing my gangsta bullshh that 
got me nowhere but here, I now realize that I played myself more 
than I realized sometimes. But I'm not gonna sit here and preach. 
If you want to be a gangsta, go ahead. Do what you do, but know 
there is consequences to your actions. 

I just know that I'm cool off that shhh. Now I'm trying to do 
something productive with my life instead of lockin' myself away 
in a cell. I want to be with my wifey, Dennise, and I have a family. 
I want to show her the affection and love that I have for her every 
day. 

I'm a thug/gangsta for all of my life, but I have just taken a 
peek at a world that is better than this shhh. I can reform myself 
lightweight so I don't have to keep trucking down this path. I love 
my kids and my wine too much to disappoint them any more by 
going to jail. I'm through with this shhh. 

I just want to tell my wifie Dennise that I love her with all my 
heart. One luv. 

-Youngster B5, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: Welcome back. Youngster. We've missed you. We can tell that 
something has happened to you while you were away at YA. We're not sure what 
it is, but we note a new maturity, a different relationship to the street and your 
homies, and a serious commitment to the family you love and that needs you. We 
applaud every one of these developments, and hope your appeal is successful. 



Life 

Street drama 

Crying baby mama 

No father at home 

Left baby and mama alone 

Baby grows up with no father 

Hustles in the street to make dollars 

Forget school, he can't get no damn diploma 

So he post on the block, hustles the corna 



Money comes in, support for mom and family 

Girl pregnant, soon a father to be 

No experience, no role model to see 

Wants education, gets a degree 

Lives legit, real family 

No more streets 

Now free 



7 
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4 
3 
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Life 

-Peanut Head, San Mateo 

From The Beat: We love the way this piece is laid out, both in the 
message it gives and in the structure. When you descend from 8 
to 1, you spit straight advice about the road out. Now, its up to 
you to follow your own sound advice! 



Fireball Is Back And Still In The Game! 



What's up with it? Yeah I'm back I went to a rehab at the Walden House but 
I wasn't feeling it so I had to cut. I figured it wouldn't be any use for me to 
stay out and get caught up with another charge so I turned myself in. 

I'm supposed to be going back sometime this month. I only got three 
months to do, that ain't shhh, plus I'm about to be eighteen. I ain't got time 
to be messing around in the system. 

I'm still in the game, ain't gon' never leave. When I cut from my rehab I 
went back to my same pimp. And me and him got into it, so I cut and went 
home, but it didn't feel right. 

When I went back to my block, it was like hella strange. It was cool to 
see my ninjas again but I didn't feel right being there. So, I had to call my 
pimp back and tell him to come back and pick me up. I guess since I had 
been in the game for so long, I don't know how to cope without it. 

That's a damn shame 'cause I can't even get back my old life again and 
it's like is this all I know, is to hoe up. I've been trying to get it together and 
get my life right but it's like I can't and I'm so tired of being in the game, but 
I'm stuck. I'm in love with it and I cant drop it. Ever since I was younger, I 
loved to get money. It's like I was born a hustler. I done tried to get money 
other ways but when you out there and I get use to getting that fast money, 
it's hard to stop. 

I cant stop living the fast life and all the shhh I done been through: 
Getting my ass beat, staying in the streets all hours of the nights, hurting my family, but 
most of all hurting myself. I gotta stop, gotta find a way to stop before I end up dead. I hope 
this program at the Walden House really helps me out because I can't help myself. I thank 
everybody who has took out time to talk to me or even read my poems. It means a lot to me 
because I know that somebody is listening to me. Anyway I gotta go. I will holla. Stay up all 
my sisters caught up in the game. Somehow we will make it out the rain. 

-Fireball, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: How can you love the same game that beats the shhh out of you. Fireball, you've been through 
so much, you got a destructive relationship with the game. We are so happy to hear that you want out. Hopefully 
Walden House can help you. You are such a strong woman; you've shared many of your experiences with us. You've 
made us smile and you've made us cry. We look forward to reading your pieces about getting out of the game. 
We'll pray for you, and we love you. Keep you head up Fireball; there is a brighter future. 



Life: 



It's Vo 



CK 



oice 
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life is all about being smart 
and being on top of your game 
having your guards up 
and never falling down 
from now on i need to play the game 
more wisely and be about business 
the game of life is very 
complicated and stressful 
so once you fall behind 

it's never going back 
my motto from now on 
is to keep my mouth closed 
and my eyes open 
and observe my surroundings more 

to live this life you have to 
do a couple of things to keep going 
and one of the things is to forgive 
in order to move on 
you forgive but never forget 
'cause it will haunt you back 
they will do a vice versa 
what you get out of life is 
what you put in 
so it's your choice 
-Lil' Mama Hanna, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: You're using your time and not letting 
your time use you! You're learning from mistakes and 
coming to see better ways to make your way through 
this so-called game of life. Forgive but don't forget, 
sets you free from past regret and prepares you for a 
better future yet to be. That's thinking wisely. 



my motto from 

now on 
is to keep my 
mouth closed 
and my 
eyes open 
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My Life 

My life ain't really been all peaches and cream. Moms was murdered 
across the street from me when I was Ave, Pops was incarcerated for a 
minute, and I was raised by my grandmother. I ain't gone tell no bs story 
that I always did this and that, 'cause I haven't. 

I've experienced the best of both worlds, know what I'm talking 
about? I ain't seen it all, but I've seen a lot. 

I done tried staying in the light, and it was cool, but something was 
missing. I went to the dark side, and it was cool for a little bit, but I still 
wasn't feeling it 'cause it was something missing also. 

I finally decided to take care of business, and be about 'Fro. It 
was cool, but I started doing hot stuff again, and I was having straight 
problems. Dats when I really became Afro. I went back to being about 
myself, and I was cool, but I didn't listen to pops and other inspirational 
people when they said, "Bad association spoils bad habits". 

I paid it no mind 'cause the dude I associate with wasn't on no hot 
shhh. But he did something that wasn't cool with some other boys, and 
somehow 'Fro name got in the mix, just when I thought I was Anally 
gonna get further from the situation at hand. Everybody wanna get on the 
stand and testify against me, saying I was there, lying about a lot of shhh, 
'cause they lawyers put them up to it. They basically set them up, and 
they double-crossed me. 

Now whateva is to come of my life, I gotta deal with it, and hope for 
the best and expect the worst. Another old saying and words of wisdom 
is, "keep your friends close and your enemies closer." What this means 
is that you can trust enemies more than friends, because an enemy won't 
turn his back or back stab you because he has more to prove, and he 
wants to be known and respected. A friend already has your trust and 
respect, so if he turn on you it is easy, and you'll never see it coming. I'm 
out. one. 

I love all my folks: Love y'all, Pop's, Raymal, Demaree, Donna, 
Grandma, Shena, LIT Bra Devin (keep yo' head up and stay away from 
these haters), Speedy (thanx for not turning yo' back on yo' boy-boy 'cause of a 
disagreement), Che, and everybody else who stayed with me, 'cause they felt me, 
love me, and knew I was real from the jump. 

-Afro B4, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: Is it possible that you are now paying the price for having traveled "the dark side" in 
the past? In other words, if you are here for something you didn't do (and we believe you are), then did 
you do things in the past that you never got caught or punished for? Is this a question of "what goes 
around comes around?" If it is, then we encourage you to stay on the positive path you want to travel, 
and sooner or later the good seeds you sow now you will reap later. 



all these 
different things happening 

and all the pain 
come to me in a gathering 
it's something like 
if it ain't one thing it's another 
i'm getting to the point 
that when i talk i stutter 
closing my eyes 
so i wouldn't cry 
for some reason i need 
to keep it inside 
but i want it to come out with a flow 
all this mess that's going on 
leads me to i don't know 
steady thinking 
falling into dazes 
unblinking 
but still the pain's sinking 
deeper and deeper 
feels like my heart's 
leaking 
it leads me to 
these words i'm speaking 

-Tishay, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Sometimes the beauty and emotional 
force of your poems leave us wordless: "And all the 
pain / come to me in a gathering." There are so many 
wonderfully written lines. And that "thinking ... 
unblinking ... sinking" series of lines feel like falling into 
a daze, weighed down heavy with confusion and pain. 



closing my eyes 
so i wouldn't cry 
for some reason 

i need 
to keep it inside 



No-Then 

I was five. My mom had wanted to adopt a child. She asked 
me if I wanted a brother or a sister. I told her I wanted a 
brother. 

She (my mom) flew over to Taiwan. She stayed there 
for two weeks. When she came back, she brought home a 
beautiful baby brother for me. Only there were some things 
wrong with him — he had cerebral palsy and had very bad 
sight. 

Me and my baby brother shared a room. My mom and 
dad named him Nathen William (after my dad, Will). We only 
had him for less than a year. Me and my brother, mom, and 
dad would go to the park and zoo. 

Well, one day I had woken up to get some breakfast. So 
I walked downstairs to get some and my mom told me to go 
get dressed. So I went in my room, grabbed my clothes, and 
checked up on my brother. He had thrown up on his bed. I 
told my mom and she gave him a bath. 

I had gotten dressed in my room when she was givin' 
him a bath. I came out my room and my mom was toweling 
him dry and he was shaking. I asked my mom what was 
wrong and she said he was havin' a seizure. 

My mom ran to the phone while my dad dressed him. 
She called an ambulance. They drove him to the closest 



hospital, which was in Daly City. They could not do 
anything there, so they took him to the children's hospital 
in San Francisco. 

He stayed there for one month on life support. When 
they took him off of it, he died. My mom cremated his body. 
My mom and dad's co-workers made signs and posters 
in memory of him. One of my dad's co-workers wrote a 
fabulous poem of him. 

I cried day in and day out for two weeks. Then I realized 
he was gone and would not come back. In my room at home 
I have a picture of me and him. My mom has pictures of him 
in her room and in our livin' room there is still a couple of 
pictures of him. 

One year later my mom and dad adopted another boy 
and girl. They are seven now. I love them just as much as I 
loved, and still love, Nathen. When I am 21, 1 am going to get 
his name tattooed on my back. 

-Nicole, San Mateo 

From The Beat: What a tragic story. Yet through the tragedy of Nathen's 
death is woven a thread of hope, and you return to it again and again. 
Though he is gone, your love for him is not, and it sounds as if the love 
your family has for one another has only grown stronger. What did Nathen 
teach you in the short time he was your brother? How does his memory 
influence the way you act or think about things? What can you do to make 
sure you're back out there with your family — including your brother and 
sister — as soon as possible, and that when you return it is permenant? 
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]cs Up Co \ku. 
put down the guns and the knives 
that way people can live their lives 
stop the crimes so you don't go to jail 
and you won't have to wonder if you got mail 
graduate from school so you could succeed in life 
then find you a female and make her your wife 
there are so many things that you could do 
but just remember it's up to you 

-Lil' June, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Strong advice! Change your playgrounds, playthings, 
and playmates; if you're serious about changing your fate. 'Cause 
the same old places, things and crew; will end with the same old you 
doing what you used to do. 



put down the guns and the knives 
that way people can live their lives 



M>our A\y Ufe+ 

from the day i was born 
to the age of eleven 
my life was all good 
if only i could 
turn back the hands of time 
i would 
from the age of twelve 

through sixteen 
i been living my life fast 
not thinkin' 
what i should do 
it just leave' me sad 

always trippin' 
about this and that 

and not thinkin' 
why a cat wear a hat 
chasing boys 
that don't have nothing 

goin' for themselves 
when i should have been 
tryin' to chase and catch 
myself 
my life 
i wonder when it will end 
but believing in god 
i will live eternally 
living a life of true feelings 
of just hoping and willing 
it's not jail 
that got me thinking 
about my life 
it's just that time 
to realize 
and come to reality 
to just stop and think 
about my life 

-Tyresha, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: We're glad to see you 
slow your roll, 'cause you were balling 
out of control. You've been looking 
everywhere but in you for what you need 
to feel whole. So when you get out, keep 
thinking about what you need to stop and 
what you need to start — then do it and 
have a happier heart! 



A\y Life 

my life is full of hell 
i've been in and out of jail 
selling dope i'd never tell 
now my family 
is going through hell 
i was packing pistols 
and robbing people 

would i ever stop 
i didn't see a reason 
getting money 
busting my glock 
and high-speeding 
from the cops 
was the only life i knew 
i thought i'd never stop 
and then i got caught 
and now i see 
even i don't want to be like me 
with my messed-up life 
don't be like me 

all right 
-On The Map, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Tight writing! It's one 
thing to see who you don't want to be, 
and another thing to stick to that thought 
once you get free. But if you're ready to 
strive like never before, you can be free 
forevermore — never again stuck behind 
locked doors or wondering if the next 
bullet is yours! 



m r c 

when i was ten years old 
my cousin got shot 
his name is dep 
an' i was havin' a heart attack 
an' i was in shock 
my other cousin lay lay 
was havin' a hard time 
because he was at camp 
when he was at camp 

then he ran 
from his home visit 
an' he was doing it big 
then we had a wake 

an' my dad 
was trying to take 
my cousin out the casket 
that's it 
but one more thing 
rip dep 
r i p nu nu 

-Lil' Queazy, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: That grief must have been 
enormous for you and your family. The image 
of your father trying to take your cousin out 
of the casket is unforgettable. But please try 
to be clear, that "doing it big" in a murderous 
game, invites murder! Tell Lay Lay to stay out 
the game and get his life right, but don't just 
tell him — show him! That's love. Stop before the 



i need to get out 
i need to do good 
i need to stop 

hustling 
and move out 
the hood 



1 Need 
i need to get out 
i need to do good 
i need to stop hustling 
and move out the hood 
i need some money 
i need a job 
that way i won't 
have to rob 
i need to stop 

smoking 
i need to stop 
drinking 
i need to sit down and 
do some thinking 
i need to figure out 
what i wanna do 
i need to stop 
acting a foo' 
there are so many 
things that i need 
i know i can do it 
'cause it's up to me 

-Lil' June, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Great thoughts on the 
page. If you can't stop while you're 
at Camp, what are you thinking will 
happen after that? When you smoke 
and drink, it won't matter what you 
meant to think through. Stay clean, 
keep it simple, and pay attention to 
you. (But tell us: Can you do it with 
your crew?) 
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Standout 



Q-Vo)e£eqr.' 



Q-ondas, Beat! What's up wit' it. Well, I'm writing this piece to say how I'm doing and shoutouts 
to my people in here in The Beat. 

Well, the first time I came to The Beat I was facing two and a half years in CYA, but thanks 
to God the judge gave me another chance! Well, there's a program in here for girls that keep 
running and are addicted to different kinds of drugs, and it's called "The Girls Program," and 
I was the first one to be in it. It was back in '03 and it's about getting skills to say no to drugs. 
Oh — by the way, I was in the program for running and committing petty crimes, get what I'm 
sayin'? 

Well, and you get home passes and serve three months in Juvy, so it was nothing to me. 
But then they gave me a chance to get out of the program and go home on regular probation, 
so it was all gravy! And so I got released after doing four months and went out and stayed out 
for two months and did some dirt and came back. Then a year passed by and came back again 
and they put me on the Girls Program for the second time. 

I made a wrong decision and ran from my three-hour home pass. My mom was bringing 
me back to Juvy, and when I was inside I ran from Juvy and 
didn't get caught 'til the next day when I was gettin' ready to 
go to church. I came back and so I was facing CYA, and now 
I'm in the Girls Program for the third time and I'm actually 
doing firme, and I'm gettin' positive things on mi mente. I 
I'm about to get my home pass but can't go home because 
the judge and probation don't want me to keep doing dirt in 
my barrio — that is Redwood City — so I gotta live on my 
own, most likely in San Mateo in a group home. But I'm not 
gonna be part of the group home, it's just for me to stay there 
'til I get my place and a job. Feel me? So it's all good in the 
'hood! 

Well, that's in from me. So I'ma go wit' my shoutouts. 
Well, gotta say what's up to Broken Glass: Hey girl, stay up. 
Don't let no one get you down. You're a very strong ruca and 
I know you can do it all the way. Stay positive and beautiful 
and remember whenever you wanna holla get your shoe 
(inside joke)! Ha! 

Well, to the one and only Kasper: Hey vato, q-vo? You, 
too — keep your head up high to the sky, don't let no one 
get you down. If you need somebody to talk to I'm here. Stay 
strong. Keep your eyes open or you'll die smokin' — tu 
saves how the flow goes. Take good care 'cause I truly care, 
homie. 

To Spooky: Damn, Spooks, you got handles when 
it comes to writin' homie. Keep it up. You should make 
yourself and reach for it. If you need advice or somebody to 
talk to, I'm here for you. Keep it in mind, okay. Much love. 

To Kurupt: Damn! Homie you sho' do got handles on 
writin' poems to my home girl — that's so nice of you. I feel 
you on your pieces. You're lookin' for a perfect lady and I'm 
lookin' for a firme vato, too. Just to let you know that I truly 
feel for you homie, stay up and be proud of yourself. Much 
respect. 

To all of my people, stay strong and hold on 'til we get 
home. Stay tall like sodados parados but not incarserados, 
que no? Oh — I want all of you who are reading this piece, 
please have a moment of silence for all the homies that 
passed away . . . 

Ey carnales up in heaven, hope you are listening to me. 
Look at me, I'm on my knees saying rest in peace. We all got 
your name tatted to show respeto and how much we all want 
you carnales to be out here living a holy life. 

-Mona, San Mateo 

From The Beat: You're lucky to have received so many chances, though it 
seems as if you're ready to take advantage of them for the positive. We feel 
the judge and probation on your current conditions — we don't want you 
doin' dirt in the 'hood either. So how are you going to make it all good? 
What are the sacrifices you're willing to make so that you can stay on the 
outs and make this chance stick? We also feel the respect you dole out to 
your fellow Beat writers — the community that develops through The Beat, 
and the sides of people that come out through their writing. 




isn't Help Anymor 

loesn't help anymore 
n getting older 
understand what love is for 
mes I close my eyes 
to rock myself to sleep 
hen I open my eyes 
lose secrets that I must keep 
:re just don't understand 
e they say they will save me 
ust give them my hand 
loesn't help anymore 
:an't wait until 
I walk out that door. 



-Nicole, San Mateo 

From The Beat: There is something about this piece that is so simply and 
deeply sad that it hurts to read, and it makes us worry for your wel 
being. Is there anyone with whom you can share your secrets? C 
at least get them out through paper and pencil, some way, so th 



It Really Is Somethin' 

Comin' in and out like it's nothin' 
but it really is somethin' 
All time of our life wasted 
we could have done something creative 
Lucky we ain't adults yet 
'cause we would have had our three strikes 

and been put away for life 
You gotta learn young and stop actin' dumb 
before you end up livin' life like a bum 
Everyone acts like it ain't gonna happen to them 
but then again you thinkin' I should've listened to him 
If you end up like this 
you'll be a fiend, smellin' like piss 
Wishin' you could be on one 
but when you think about it 

your life is gone 
After it's all said and done 
all you wish for is to be young 

-Funk-E, San Mateo 

From The Beat: The point you start with is dead-on — it IS serious to 
be locked up, no matter how many say this time ain't nothing or that 
the Hall's a joke. It is something being locked up in cages; it is serious 
being kept from your family; it's even serious that you can only go to the 
bathroom with someone else's approval. You're also dead-on when you 
say it's lucky many of you aren't adults — many of those reading The Beat 
in the Hall have received far more than three chances, often for things 
far more serious than the threshold for being counted as a strike in the 
adult system. This piece is a signal that you've woken up — we hope that 
others take the words you spit to heart. 
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Ccvr> 1 
Can I 

make it 'til tomorrow? 
Can I 

make it 'til the end of tha week? 
Can I 

make it 'til the end of the month? 
Can I 

make it 'til the end of the year? 
Can I 

make it out of tha system? 
Can I 

go to school and get good grades? 
Can I 

get my high school diploma? 
Can I 

make my mom and my family happy? 
Can I 

stay clean of all drugs? 
Can I 
make this happen? 
What do you think? 
Well, I don't care if you think I can't 
'cause I will make this happen 

-Funk-E, San Mateo 

From The Beat: Hey — don't get on us, we DO think you can 
make all of this happen. We're not going to say that it'll be easy, 
but we're guessing that you know that already. What we want 
to know is how are you going to make it happen? How are you 
going to motivate yourself? Where will you find support when 
you're struggling? Go on, Funk-E — do iti 



XZV>c Life 0>ctc 1 Led 
It's a tough life we lead 
feels like they got bread on your head 
People keep holdin' you back 
till you dead 
No one told me that there were rules 
to this life to be read 
I need to wake up 
but I'm too comfortable in life's bed 

And if I continue on this path 
the life I lead will be the life that I led 

-Young Savage, San Mateo 

From The Beat: There's nothing we can even say to this one 
— you write the comment we'd want to drop right into the end 
of the piece. Your comfort in life's bed will be better ensured if 
you find a way to live that doesn't lead to an early death. 



L)uim<xr>s, NJocr A^t ") illicit s 
Well I got to say one of the staff I got much love and respect for 
would be Mr. Mitchell. He went out of his way to help me get into 
Foothill and he cares about us and treats us like humans and not 
animals. He don't see me as a criminal but a human that made a 
mistake. 

Another staff I got a lot of respect and love for is Kannon 
— he was there for me to listen and to talk to me. He gives me 
advice when I need it, and at times even tells me stuff I don't want 
to hear, but it's things that in the long run are going to benefit 
me. 

I'm already feeling them butterflies in my stomach and I still 
got 35 days. I got so much stuff going on when I get out that I 
can't wait. 

-Blanca, San Mateo 

From The Beat: You allude to such simple things that make you respect the two 
counselors you mention that we wonder what it is that keeps other counselors 
from doing the same. Its one thing to go out on a limb like Mr. Mitchell, who 
helped you get into college — that's truly special — but it's another to simply treat 
you with respect and as a human who has made a mistake rather than a criminal 
animal. When you get out, how are you going to put the advice of Mr. Kannon 
and Mr. Mitchell to work? 



(Dore CUI^cxr) €vei~ Oc|xm~c 
Mom, I love you and everything you do 
you are always there for me 
I wish I was there for you 
You asked me, "If you really love me, 
then why do you do the things you do?" 
The look on her face is unbearable to see 
I answer back, "I need you more than ever before 
'cause without you in my life 
I have nothing to look towards" 
You said, "Don't allow life to let you give up, 
baby always keep your head up" 
Now I realize what she said is true 
mom, I want you to know I love you 
-Lil' J, San Mateo 

From The Beat: How are [~ 
you managing to keep 
your head up through your 
trials and tribulations? 
How can you be there for 
your mom in the future, 
in the way that she's 
there for you now? We're 
curious whether you ever 
came to an answer for the 
question she asked you. 



1 L)or>e A>r>d f3i~cvy 
It's serious that I change my life. I'm not a 100% screw up. I was doing hella 
wrong but I still had a 3.0 in school. 

I hope I beat my case so I can start my life over. I tried to forget about my 
area but it'll never happen. Every time I see a rival I get hot and be ready to 
smash. I can't be within a few footsteps and not do anything. That's why I need 
to go out of state. 

I hope and pray that I change. We all say we take our life serious, but 
the shhh we do on the outs is just a recipe for a short life (quick death). I'm 
not trying to tell you what to do because I do the same things, but try to do 
something good with our lives. 

-A-Dog, San Mateo 

From The Beat: We agree — you're not even close to a 100% screw up [sorry to lighten your 
language there, but you know the deal). We have no idea how well you've done in school, but it's 
clear from your writing and [even more) through your workshop participation, that you've got a 
lot to offer. Maybe prayer can help you change, but more of it's about making conscious decisions, 
like trying to move out of your area if you fear it'll bring you back down. Do you have anywhere 
else you can go, and anyone who will support you wherever it is that may be? 



Vvhy Do toe 



Why do we 
always do what's wrong? 
Why do we 
neva listen to our parents? 
Why do we 
always get in trouble? 
Why do we 
not go to school? 
Why do we 
kick it with the homies? 
Why do we 
smoke that dank? 

Why do we 
drink that drank? 
Why do we 
always go home late? 
Why do we 
be coming in and out tha Hall? 
Why do we do this? 
I know. 
Do you? 

-Funk-E, San Mateo 

From The Beat: No, we don't! Please tell us. Why 
is it that you've done all the dirt, stayed out late, 
ditched school? Do you know why others have 
done these things, too? 
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t a n d o u t 



NVK T 1 Ccxr,r L 



ove 



Oil 



This is why I can't love you 
because you're too good for me 
and as much as you deny it 
I'm not what you need 

This is why I can't love you 
because you make me happy too much 
and I quiver at your touch 
my stomach goes wild 
and I melt at your smile 

This is why I can't love you 
it's because I'm scared of falling too deep 
love has always left me 
bleeding on concrete 

This is why I can't love you 
because you're an angel in disguise 
I can see it in your eyes 

I can't love you 
but I'm in love with you 
I'm in love with everything about you 
I never thought I could love you again 
I never thought my heart could mend 
Why are you making me feel this way? 
Why are you lying to me? 
You couldn't possibly want me! 

This is why I can't love you 
because what if you leave someday 

and break my heart once more 
I don't think I could get up anymore 

So as weird as this sounds 
I don't want you around 
I'm not worthy of what you have 
so don't give it to me 
I'm Jay, remember! 
No one loves me! 



So I'm finally going to do the right thing 
go find her 
that beautiful princess meant for you 
the one God sent for you 
I'll smile and try not to cry 
give you a hug and say goodbye 
it's the hardest thing I'll ever have to do 
is to accept my loneliness 
and let go of you 
When I cry in your presence 
or hold my breath when you're near 
it's because I love you 
it's so pure and true 
I feel it when I'm near you 
My heart quivers 
as I walk away 
but to know that you're happy 

will make my day 
your whole life is ahead of you 
I can't ask you to stay 
If loving you is wrong 
I don't wasn't to be right 
I know now why I cry every night 
It's not because my heart was broken 
It's because I'm in love again 
with a man I can't keep 
and I wont try 
I'll just let my heart shatter 
and say goodbye . . . 

Baby, this is why I can't love you . . . 

-Broken Glass, San Mateo 

From The Beat: We're usually tough on love pieces — often they don't get 
published — but this one says more about you than it does about the 
person on the other end, and as such it's more than appropriate. The belief 
that you're not good enough for this man speaks deeply about how you 
feel about yourself. What is it you think he doesn't see that makes you 
unworthy of his love? We do completely understand the fear of falling too 
hard — it happens to many of us, and it's a tough thing to deal with. On 
the other hand, by protecting yourself from the potential for pain, you 
take away the potential for true joy as well. If you're not ready for another 
relationship — if your heart is still scarred from the last one, and if fear 
of being left is a more dominant emotion than love — then maybe you're 
right to tell him that you can't be with him now, but don't devalue yourself 
in the process. 



A. Lor Oj-" ^TV»ir>cjs 



There is a lot of things I take serious. 
First of all, man, the first thing I take 
serious is my life, then freedom, then 
come some money, that's the three things 
I take serious. 

I came to YGC and taught myself a 
lot of things that I should take serious 
because I am in here for taking money 
more serious than my freedom. 

-Bear Weezy B2, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: We're happy to see you now see 
the value of putting your life and your freedom 
ahead of money. How are you going to keep this in 
mind once you're out and money and things are all 
around trying to tempt you? 



In my life, pain is not a virtue, it is of the essence. It is not bliss. Pain was and 
is caused by my own actions and I accept that.. .but why must society come 
down so hard on the ones that try? 

I only did what I knew how to do, or is it my fault that violence was an 
enjoyment from a young age? It was something I grew up with, something I 
lived by. 

I grew hating those who opposed, and society doesn't like it... Well, you 
know what? Society can bite me! You don't see me telling them how to live 
their life. They're calling us gangstas and cholos. 

They should take a look at George Bush. That foo' is one of the biggest 
Gs around. That foo' is shot calling, telling the "soldiers" to take care of 
business. All for what? The weapons of mass destruction? Where they at? 
Bullshh! There ain't no weapons of mass destruction. That fool is killing 
people for his own special purposes, and ain't nobody can do shh about it. 

-Chop, San Mateo 

From The Beat: We feel the frustration in your words. Chop, but there are a couple of points we 
have to take issue with. First, you can tell society to kiss your you-know-what, but it's you that 
is sitting in jail, not society. In other words, if you don't care about society's rules, you're giving 
the very people you hate power over your life. Why? The second point we disagree with is that 
there's nothing anybody can do about the President who lies to send young men and women to 
kill and die in a war that benefits him, but not us. There is something that we can do, and that 
is to vote. We wish more people (who are just slightly older than you) would take advantage of 
this right to vote, because if they did, they could change the course of history. 



Standouts 




Standouts 
Volume 9.19 
Page 19 



I'm always crying 
Since you've been gone 

I feel like dying 
It's been way too long 
It's serious 
Thinking about what you did 
When we was apart makes me furious 
I can't believe you did me wrong 
I cry every day 
All day long 
It's serious 
You tore my heart to shreds 
It's so hard not to think of you 
I can't get you out of my head 
Three months after you left 
I started not to feel 
As I lay down at night 
I pray to God that this isn't real 
It's serious 
Too many mixed emotions 
Too much hurt and pain 
I can't find my way out of the rain 
It's serious 
Why'd you leave me astray? 

It's serious 
It's getting worse every day. 

-Friskie, San Mateo 

From The Beat: It is serious, dealing not only with 
heartbreak, but also with betrayal. How can you start 
to put your own pieces bach together? What will it take 
to start to make your way out of the rain, to start to 
dry off? Though the memory of the pain you feel now 
will eventually be just that — a memory of the pain you 
once felt as the pain itself fades with time. 



e are all losing a lot being 1< 
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Happy Mothers' Day 

I'm sorry I couldn't be there with you 
On your day of recognition 
You always snowed your love but some reason 
I felt it was something I was missin' 
I remember when I was little you used to 

Tell me I should listen 
But me being hard headed didn't pay you 
Any attention 
It went in one ear and out the other 
And no matter how much we fight 
You'll always be my mother 
You did a good job raisin' three bad-ass kids 
And I love you for that and I never forgot what you did 
When I came to jail I thought you weren't gonna come see me 
But I guess I thought wrong 'cause you showed that you still loved me 
And during our visit you never shed a tear 
But I knew you were hurting 

You just showed a smile 
You're a very strong person 
And you're important in my life 
And for you I'll pay the ultimate price 
I love you mom. Happy Mothers' Day 
(This piece is not only dedicated to my mom but to all moms. You gave 
us life, you taught us to be strong and independent, and this is the time 
we say thank you for and recognize all the wonderful things you did for 
us. Thank you deeply! Now for The Beat writers and readers that are 
mothers: My gratitude goes out to you because you've been through a 
lot, too. Be strong and proud of your child no matter what. To my girl: 
Happy Mother's Day; same to all up and coming mothers. 
Til pencil meets paper, one love!) 

-Younl, San Mateo 

From The Beat: We didn't come with a Mothers' Day topic this year, and we're glad you 
picked up the slack for us. This is a beautifully written tribute to your mother. Now that 
you've made this recognition, what can you do to make sure you're back there with your 
mom and girlfriend on the outs, not just to celebrate Mothers' Day, but also to provide 
the help they (and your child) needs? You say you're willing to pay the ultimate price 
for your mom, but are you willing to make the sacrifices that it'll take to live a life free 
of the system on the outs, so that you can be there with her? Living for your mother 
is so much more powerful than dying for her. 
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J Don r Hqve Ir T ogerheT* 

I'm relaxed now that I'm going to camp, do my time and get out. 
So now what am I supposed to do? 

I'm getting close to the age of eighteen, and I still don't know 
what to do with my life. There's a lot of options, but none of them 
seem to fit me, and I don't know which to choose. 

One thing I don't want to do is keep coming to jail, or end 
up dead. I don't know anything that I'm good at. I don't know if 
I can make it into college. Everything seems too hard. So what I 
probably do is get some regular job and stay out of jail. 

As for my friends, I don't know if I'll stop hangin' with them. 
Maybe, maybe not. That's how I got in here in the first place. 
Friends. That's why I don't have my shhh together. 

-Alv, San Mateo 

From The Beat: When we were your age, we didn't know what we were going to 
do with our lives, either. The difference is, we had the luxury of being able to try 
this, and try that, without having to look over our shoulders. We can't tell you 
what you should do, but we can tell you that if you got here by way of hanging 
with your "friends," then you'll be coming back here (or worse) by the same route. 
That may be the hardest thing of all, having to say "No" to homies. But its your 
life, not theirs, and if you think that's hard, try doing prison time. Now that's 
hard! In other words, getting a "regular job" is important, but it's not enough to 
keep you out of jail without changing other things in your life. (By the way, you 
write very well, so it simply cannot be true that you aren't good at anything. We 
bet your good at many things; the hard part is discovering what they are.) 



ditched school and we teenagers used to say ah, 
it's all right, we'll go to school tomorrow. But that 
day you miss you miss a lot of school. 

There's a joke: laugh now and cry later. 
That is real life because if you see your friends 
graduating and you still in the same grade now, 
you are not laughing no more. You are thinking 
damn, I remember I used to skip and I used to say 
tomorrow, but that day you skipped makes you 
lose the whole year. 

Many people often don't care to go to school, 
but you could still go — there's always time for 
you to go to school and try to graduate and that 
way you could get a good job and have a family, 
support your future children. You would like 
them to be someone when they grow up, so 
try your best when there's still time. Don't feel 
down. Never think you can't bring things up and 
straighten your life, because you and I could make 
a difference out there. 

-Abel, San Mateo 

From The Beat: Its a trip how one day becomes two, and three, 
and suddenly not going to school becomes a more common 
occurrence than going. As you say, however, it's not too late. 
How are you going to continue to get your education? How 
can you start to take your education seriously in the Hall, so 
that the habit sticks with you when you get back to the outs? 
What's the difference you want to make out there? 
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(Verse One) 
At the age of 18 I'm just like a soldier 
I'm ready for combat, man I thought I told ya 
Having you running to your house 
Where I'ma drop rhymes at 
I told y'all I'd be back 
I wasn't goin' nowhere 
So all y'all up and comin' rappers 
Y'all bes' make way 
Cause I'ma spit da truth and I ain't gon' play 
Been in the game since the age of thirteen 
And ain't a damn thang changed 
But my age and my brain 
And it ain't the same 
Especially behind these four white walls 
I sittin' here stressin' in these county drawers 
The life I chose to live 
It only gets harder and harder 
And it burns like hell, just hot water 
(Chorus 2x) 

I'm ready for a change, not a change in my name 
But a change in my life 
Man I'm ready for a change 
No more struggle and strife 

I'm tired of livin' my life 
Man I'm ready for a change 
I'm really ready for a change 
(Verse Two) 
I've been reborn twice 
Took a gamble with my life 
Saw so many people lose their life 
People talkin' shhh but I say they're full of it 
At a point in my life I had to dodge the bullet 
The bullet of self-destruction was approachin' slowly 
But it was comin' — I knew I had to get out 
'Cause I had fallen too deep in the game 
And it all felt like instant fame 
Yeah I took advantage of things I got 
Sometimes I think they're gonna get me 
Like they got 'Pac 
But I'm too young to die and I ain't gon' lie 
Sometimes I cry about the things I am missin' 
But I could care less 'bout the people I was dissin' 
(Chorus 2x) 

-Younl, San Mateo 

From The Beat: You show some serious skills, and it sounds like you 
are partially ready to make that change. Its clear that you want to 
live a life that's less filled with drama, and you talk about leaving 
the game behind. But we did say partially, and there's that part of 
you that still feels the need to talk down to the people with whom 
you have beef. If you could care less about 'em, why even mention 
'em? How are you going to let all the talk slide and become your own 
man? What will it take to avoid getting pulled back into the game 
you say you're ready to leave? 



Never looked back, 
because I was scared of 
being loved 
My people told me ain't no 
loving when you a thug 



Cjcxncj (Dember 
People ask me why I bang. I say for the cause, laughing. They 
ask are you afraid of dying. I say no, God will know when my 
time will come and that will be the end. 

I started banging at a small age. I say that people that 
don't have tattoos or are not jumped in it is easier for them to 
get out. For me it's hard. 

I say one day I want to quit, but I can't. I represent a city, 
'hood, color. I banged at a small age — at 12 or so — young 
and dumb, never dropping the rag, never backed down. But 
now that I done and did everything for my 'hood, rag, color, 
city, I earned my respect, but now I need a hand. But why 
don't they stretch out their hand? 

I've taken too much, but why don't you take one for the 
city, man? I know people say we are killers and all that, but 
you know something, we go through the same as all of you. 
We cry, we get sad, we get family members killed. Why are 
we different? Because we dress different, act different, and 
all that? He acts this way because we never had a family, 
so the streets became our family — the 'hood, the city, and 
everything else. 

People think it's cool to be a gang member. No, it's not 
cool. You think we are cool 'cause we thought hardcore, 
handle guns, 'cause we got girls and all that. No — stay away 
from gangs. I never did, so I'd rather try and save one person. 
Don't bang. 

-Juice, San Mateo 

From The Beat: From the way this piece started out, we could not have 
accurately predicted where it would end. We were ready for a piece that 
ended at the value of the respect you've received for putting in work and how 
you're a G for life. Instead, you offer a cautionary tale. We feel you maturing 
before our eyes through the pieces you've written over the last few weeks 
— realizing that not all homies are really going to be there for you, wishing 
that things could be different, warning others of the pain that's associated 
with the supposed glory of being a gangster. Can that one person you save 
be yourself? 



Stay away from gangs. I 
never did, so I'd rather 
try and save one person. 
Don't bang. 



Pops left me to be handcrafted by the ghetto 
Learned my game from my fellow homies 
Ever since pops left me, I went down the wrong road 
Wanted to hang with pops, but he was rolling stone 
Put his hat down and feet up at any home 
Mom tried to raise me on my own 
At the age of 16, thought I could make it on my own so I got 
on Never looked back, because I was scared of being loved 
My people told me ain't no loving when you a thug 
Couldn't have remorse if you bust slugs 
Felt like I was in between a tug-of-war, 
and my evil side was giving more tug 

-Devious, San Mateo 

From The Beat: That "evil side" you write about is in all of us, and all of 
us struggle with that tug-of-war from time to time. Some of us had great 
advantages growing up, and so it's hard for us to judge how we might act 
in your situation. But however shortchanged you were as a child, now you 
stand at the brink of adulthood, and now you have to make adult decisions 
that will affect the rest of your life. Think about that phrase, "the rest of your 
life," because that's a long, long time. 
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Like 1r Or- Nor 
An attitude 
a big mouth 
one that will say 
everything I think about 
I can be shallow 
and rude 
blunt and inconsiderable 
and a sore loser 
when I make bets 
Some people say 
they hate my views on life 
or say I'm shady 
for slashing that girl 
in a fight 

But I can't let what they think of me 
get the best of me 
or tell me what I should 
and shouldn't be — 

feel me? 
On the other hand 
people give me props 
for leaving that no good man 
and taking my stand 
They appreciate the 
truth in my poems 
and how I made it 
on my own 
But still 
I've gotta do me 
stop letting society 
screw me 
This is me 
like it or not 
hate it or love it 
I'm a stronger person 
because of it. 
-Broken Glass, San Mateo 

From The Beat: As far as we can tell from the writing 
you turn in every week, despite the trauma that you've 
been through already, your sense of self has come 
through strong — maybe even, as you claim, stronger 
than it would have been otherwise. However, it is 
possible to take something from the criticism as well. 
You don't have to agree with those criticizing you 
(though straight up, we can understand why someone 
would say that you stabbing someone was shadyj, but 
you can try to understand where they're coming from. 



Been Th\nk\ng 

Well, lately I have been thinking about my teenage childhood and for 
me, I really didn't have a fun one. Most of the time I was locked up or on 
the run, and that was never much fun. Since I was twelve, I only had two 
summers where I was home. 

Now I'm 17 about to turn 18 in July, and now it's gonna be the end of 
my teen life. Now all I do is sit and think why did I have to live my teen 
life this way. But now it's too late to go back. All my teen life was wasted 
just because I wanted to run the streets and live that crazy life. 

Every day now all I do is sit in my room and wish that I could go 
back in time when I was about 8, because that's when my life really 
started going down the wrong road. Now it's too late to switch lanes 
because I've spent all these years in the fast lane. But one thing that I 
wish there was is a lane that could take me back in time when I was just 
a youngsta running the streets with a nose full of boogers, but you know 
that ain't ever gonna happen. 

So now I have to make better choices before I end up wasting my 
adulthood. Yadda mean? 

-Boogie, San Mateo 

From The Beat: None of us can go back in time, but all of us can learn from the experiences 
of the past to make a better future. It is never too late to make new choices in your life, to 
set yourself on a new path with new goals. By ending the piece the way you did, you make 
it clear that you understand what you have to do. Of course, understanding something 
and doing it are not always the same. It won't be easy, but then, coming to jail isn't easy 
either. 



Poppin' pills on a daily basis 
Will have your mind messed up makin' scrunched up faces 
When ya pop it in ya mouth ya really don't want to taste it 
So I suggest grabbing a glass of water, homeboy, and chase 

it 

Then go ahead and eat an orange 
In 45 minutes be speakin' a language that's foreign 
Talkin' 'bout al-a-boo-boo of shok-a-la-ming 
Damn! I don' even know what that mean 
But hey, who that girl in the skirt 
She lookin' mighty coo' an' I'm in the mood to flirt 
Walk up ask her for her name 
Tell her I'm Young Smokes, she already feelin' the game 
She said, "Smokey ya light weight tight 
Come by wit' a thizzle and spend the night" 
I'm like, "Coo' but where ya fade 
Really think Ima spot ya one? OK" 
So she kicks me some cash 
I came up on a thizzle pretty fast 
Everything else went as planned 
But that's only one story of the Daily Thizzle 

Man 

-Young Smokey, San Mateo 

From The Beat: We don't usually give standouts for pro-drug 
pieces, but this one is so wonderfully written. It lets your 
readers into a world many of them have never glimpsed, and 
it does so in a way that everyone can see what you're seeing. 
We can't leave the subject without a warning about Ex: it 
messes with your developing brain, and it sometimes has 
lethal consequences (as it did recently in San Mateo County). 
Now, if you could turn this talent for words you obviously 
have into something positive for the future, you'd really have 
something! 



...one thing that I wish there 
was is a lane that could take 
me back in time 





Live life the way you want 
not the way you think you should 
Life is difficult when suckas don't know you. 
They make it difficult, only when they try to show you who they are. 
They think you ain't shhh 'cause you ain't from the city. 
They think you ain't shhh 'cause you ain't from they set. 
So you stay quiet, 'cause there ain't nothin' left. 
More shhh talkin' gets a cat hot. 
Five months later, on his release date, another life is lost. 
Lost to the life of thugs and drugs. 
Lost to the life of haters and punks, and 
Lost to the life of friends and foes. 

-FoThirty, San Mateo 

From The Beat: Damn, this is a sad piece, FT. Does this life have to be lost? Is there any 
way it can be saved? What would be the most important thing in your life (or the life 
of whoever you're writing about) that could change this picture, that could give hope 
to this lost soul? 
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Good And Shady 
Counselors / Staff 

Those good and cool 
ones that have sons and those shady ones that don't 
and try to take our hope 
and when we ask for help they say, "Nope" 
but it's counselors like Mr. Lynch 
that shows us the ropes 
in life and all we can do is bite 
this is the kid of staff 
that all the wards like 
and we look past staff that have kites 
over their head 
and that try to bring us down into shreds 
but I will take advice 
from the ones we like 
and when I get out 
I will use it with all my might 
despite the ones that try to bring us down 
and cause our face to frown 
because I will prove them wrong 
and stand strong 
and be someone in my life 
and fight to get my rights. 
So thanks for the good staff 
and I will try hard to walk down that right path 
also I'll try to be a staff 
to give back what was not given to me 
you see my needs. 

- Ju-Nut, San Mateo 

From The Beat: Are there actually counselors who are looking to 
bring you down? What do you think their motivation is? Its cool to 
hear that you're looking to give back by being a counselor yourself 
one day. What do you think will make you a good counselor? What 
will be your biggest challenge as a counselor? 



ommy 
I said, "I'm sorry" once before 
I'll say it a thousand times more 
I never meant to make you cry 
I wish you could understand why 
I want you to know how much I care 
I wish you would understand ho I feel 
If you were in my shoes you would understand me 
I just want you to know that you are my heart 
You are my only mom 
No one is going to change that 
I always ask myself "Why do I get hit? 
What am I doing wrong?" 
I just want to have a normal life like other kids 
Mommy, I just want you to know 
that I love you with all my heart 
Sorry if I ever hurt you. I didn't mean to. 
But you did hurt me 

-Shorty, Marin 

From The Beat: Shorty, you should mail this poem to you mom right away. 
Your parents have no right to physically hurt you. Have you ever told 
anyone about the abuse? Do you assume your parents really love you and 
are trying their best to help you? Can you show them that beating you 
doesn't help you? 



8uc Do yon? 

You say you know me 
But do you? 
Do you know that I'm broken? 
Do you know that I'm sad? 
You say you know me 
But do you? 
Do you know the Alex who smiles and plays? 
Jokes around and laughs? 
Or do you know the Alexandra who is sad inside? 
Uses a smile to cover up the feelings 

The one that hates herself 
And never, ever compliments herself 
You say you know me 
But do you? 

-Guera, Marin 

From The Beat: Why do you feel you need to disguise how you really feel? 
Do you think it's OK to show you're sad, angry, feeling broken? Why or why 
not? If you cover up how you really feel in front of other people, do you still 
know how you feel yourself? What would happen if you showed people how 
you're really feeling? Do you really trust anyone? Why are you so critical of 
yourself? What do you genuinely like about yourself? Dislike? Do you wish 
you were different than you are? If so, how? We love you the way you are! 



What's serious is when you see people get killed in front of 
you. I've seen people get hurt by others. Sometimes I think 
that only stupid people join gangs just to hurt people and get 
their anger out. Sometimes they kill people. 

What's serious in this life is what I am going to be when I 
grow up. 

What's serious is I don't want to get killed. 
What's serious is I'm going to get married and have a 
husband who's not going to be violent in my life. 

-Shorty, Marin 

From The Beat: What would you like to be when you grow up? What's going 
on in your life that threatens it? It's impossible to really know anyone, but 
if you married someone who was violent, what would you do about it? Your 
future is always up to you! 



War In Iraq 

War 
Too much gore 
What is all this fighting for? 
POWs 
Getting molested 
Shattered dreams 
Innocent people 
Wake up at night 
And scream 
Bombs drop 
People flop 
To the floor 
Dead people everywhere 
And so much more 
Blood spilled in the name of freedom? 
Bullshhh? 
That's not even our kingdom 
Catch a bullet to the brain 
You cry out in pain 
And as for your family 
On them, it poured acid rain 

-Tim, Marin 

From The Beat: What have you learned about the war in Iraq, tha- 
caused you to write this wonderful poem, Tim? If there were a draft 
would you go to war? Do you think the US should continue fightim 
in Iraq, Afghanistan and Haiti or pull out? Why? 
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I don't think you know 
That being in here affects the flow 
The flow of my mind 
Deep inside 
I can't stand being away from you guys 
"A few more days," I tell myself 
But days feel like years that pass you buy 
Sometimes you really need a shoulder to cry 
Throw me a bone 

I feel so alone 
Alone like a dog 
Whose lost his home 
It's hard to concentrate 
My mind feels like 
It's out in space 
Pressing the pillow against my face 
Holding my breath 
I hope to suffocate 
Please, someone, choke me to death with your 
shoelace 
I try to relax 
But all I can think about 
Is how I can kill myself with an axe 
An axe that's strong 
Death won't be long 
That's how I feel 
Like a large bird in a small cage 
Just waiting 'til that magical day 
But it just seems 
So far away 
Kill me now so I can die 
Rise up to heaven 
Start a new life 
Inject poison into my veins 
I wish not to see another day 
No! I refuse to go 
I'm too young 
I still have a few more inches to grow 
I'm not even married 
How are my genes going to get carried? 
You can't catch me if I take the ferry 
Take the ferry to San Francisco 
There I will have 
Plenty of room to grow 

So many ladies 
Which one will I marry? 
She's the one I want to spend my life with 
I hope she doesn't have any kids 
I want to be a memory 
I want to be alive, now 
In your face 
On second thought 
Tie your shoes with that lace 
I'm going to live to see a brighter day 
I refuse to go down in history this way 

-Tim, Marin 

From The Beat: Great poem, Tim. Part of the scheme in Juvy is 
to interrupt your mind's flow, so you'll think about whatever 
brought you up into Juvy, so you won't do it again. You ash 
many of life's great questions about the future. Of course, no 
one knows what will be. Plus, aren't you glad the future is 
pretty much up to you? We hope you plan it well and enjoy 




Yes, There Are Firme Counselors 

Yes, there's some firme counselors up here. Pero some are not so 
firme, feel me. To me, a good counselor is someone who will listen 
to you and give you advise, not look down upon you for the stuff 
you've done. That's why a lot of vatos and hynas I think be feeling 
stressed and stuff sometimes. 

Personally, I would like to be a counselor if I ever get my life 
straight! Not a counselor that works here, pero, a drug and gang 
prevention counselor. In my opinion, I think anybody can be a 
good counselor if that's really what they want and love to do, not 
just for the paycheck. 

Also, a good counselor would be someone who knows what's 
really up and is on top of the game and has been through it. It's 
different to try to give advice and you really don't understand 
where the person's coming from, yeah. 

Pues, I'm out for now until la otra. Stay down and keep yo' 
heads up. Do what you gots to do and handle yours, na mean? 
Serio though, I'm out, hasta alrato. 

-Giggles GU, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: We really feel you about counselors. Anyone can be a good 
counselor if they want to be. We imagine that you would be a very good one. If 
you were a gang prevention counselor, what would you tell youngsters who weren't 
involved? What would you tell folks who are already caught up but who would like 
to live a different life? 



Life's Too Short 

What I think right now is it ain't too many things that are serious. 
Life is not too serious, it's just over so fast. You get your money, 
family, all that at a young age and it's over. 

Life ain't what it used to be. It's too fast now. One day you up in 
the game doing your thing, and the next year or so it's all over. That's 
the most serious thing — it's over in a blink of an eye. 

-Leek B5, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: You are absolutely right. Life is too short, and the older we get, the 
shorter it seems. That's one reason why we find it so hard to see young people killing 
each other. Death comes to us all much too soon and is so permanent, so the only thing 
that is accomplished by all the killing is to make living that much more difficult. It 
makes no sense to us. Can you explain it? 
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Baby, are you telling me the truth or a lie 
Baby, I can't tell because I'm not close by 
I can't tell if you're hiding another guy 
Because I don't communicate with you eye to eye 
I just want you to realize that deep down inside 

That I would love you to the day I die 
Baby, I know you hate it when I'm not in town 
I just want to tell you I'm sorry I'm not around 
Looking out the window as rain drops fall down 
I kept thinking of you as I hear sounds 
Just want to let you know our love will soon be found 
And I'll make sure you'll be my queen with the crown 
Baby it's hard that I'm all alone 
What makes it worse is I work on my own 
I can't even hear your beautiful voice on the phone 
How I wish at this moment I could be back at home 
And give you the love that could be shown 
Even though I'm far away, about a hundred miles 
It'll take some time, maybe a while 
But I'll make sure when I'm back you'll smile 
And love the game I play with style 
Baby, if there's another guy just make sure you move 
If he keep trying just give him a shove 
'Cause, Baby, I'm not there but you'll always have my love 
But also remember this, I'm also watching from above 
I know right now our hearts is slowly being shattered 
But don't let a love be ruined by that stupid matter 
The best I could do is write you these love letters 

And hope it'll make you feel better 
I know deep down by being away is pretty shady 
But remember this, you'll always be my one and only lady 
And later in our future when we have our baby 
I'll make sure our little child will always be happy 
I don't know if you'll still be loving me 



To someone who is wise, adversity 
does not exist, because they decide 
only to perceive productivity. 



It's like I'm blind and not able to see 
If you do love me please, please, please 
Promise you'll never fall in love with the enemy 
If you really want to know every night I get on my knees 
And tell myself this is the two best couple Vietnamese 
I remember back then when we was only best friends 
How I always cussed and broke your heart back then 
Now I'm thankful for the love I have won 
And ask my ancestors that are in Heaven 
To help me free, and stop stressing twenty -four seven 
I remember how I always acted a fool 
Not going to school 
Kicking it with my homies aka as my crew 
Thinking that it was cool 
And that I'm impressing you 
But really I'm hurting your feelings too 
And not realizing the trouble I put you through 
Two months later door open and I'm back to life 
Now I'm planning to make you my future wife 
And stop the war with a single-handed strife 

And run to you like I'm in a race 
Not giving how my heart beating at a fast pace 
Knowing that I still have face 
Knowing that I still have faith 
Knowing that this is my fate 
It's funny how long it takes, like learning how to tie a 
shoelace 

I'm at the door and I can feel my clenched fist 
I can feel blood rushing through my wrists 
Image flowing in my head of your pretty hips 

Image of your soft sweet lips 
Suddenly doors open and you give me a kiss 
I finally found the love I have missed 

-Noel LCRS, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: Must be a very special girl. When you are out could you 
use your relationship with her to keep you out? She sounds worth staying 
out for. What do you think? 



G o ocf C ounee) oha 
/Vhe Olcf P1r\zoneJrz 

What makes a good counselor is if they cut down 
on the room time, and if they stop being so serious. 
This is why I say this, because these counselors 
were in our shoes at times. 

But some counselors are taking this job too 
serious on the little kids. They should give more 
breaks. 

So if I was a counselor, I will be a good 
counselor because I will say to myself that I was 
here before. And I will now know how to treat the 
kids in YGC the right way. 

So this is what I think. They should give the 
job to a counselor that was in YGC so they will 
know how it feels when they try to get serious. 

-Edgar B5, 150Crew 

From The Beat: This is a very interesting idea, Edgar. We wonder 
if you think that everyone who has had the experience of being 
in the Hall would make a good counselor, or, on the other hand, 
if you believe that anyone who has never been to the Hall 
would not make a good counselor. 



Adversity: The Choice 

Everything is two-sided. If something does not have two sides, it 
does not exist. Even non-physical things, like ideas and emotions, 
exist only because of their opposition. Light only exists because 
there is darkness. Hate only exists because of love and up only 
exists because it is contrasted by down. 

Adversity is a mind-set that someone applies to how they 
perceive something that stands in their way. Adversity, like 
everything else, has its opposition, which without it, it would not 
exist. 

Productivity is the other side of adversity, and by this they are 
one and the same. However, only one side can be perceived at a 
time. Whether or not the person who is perceiving decides to view 
adversity or productivity is dependent on them. 

All have the ability to see both sides. Some deny truthfulness 
and forfeit their choice of which they want to perceive. This is the 
first step that enables someone to be ignorant or wise. Being wise is 
not making the distinction between the two, but choosing the right 
decision. Adversity and productivity are one. 

To someone who is wise, adversity does not exist, because they 
decide only to perceive productivity. 

-Paul, Marin 

From The Beat: A lot of people in your situation say being in the Hall is an adverse 
situation. How are you able to flip it and make it productive? Even if you are able to 
flip your perception in the Hall, could you be more productive on the outs? What can 
you do to maximize your wisdom? 



Standouts 



A- Good Gouneelol" 

A good counselor 

is a person that 

cares about the kids 

Like when they do 

something bad 

like cursing, 

what they should do 

is give us warnings, 

and after the last warning, 

then they should give us room time, 

'Cause sometimes, when we, 

like come from court, 

or bad visits 

they be gettin' on us 

while we in a bad mood 

and like when we go 

in our rooms and cry 

because we stressin' 

they be comin' to our rooms 

throwin' tissues, 

talkin' about it's 

gonna be okay 

when they don't know 

what we goin' through, 

but my favorite counselor (momma rose) 

when she see us crying or like mad, 

she talks to us 

and she just calm us down 

but some counselors don't do that, 

so all I'm askin' for 

is some good counselors in our system 
like "Momma Rose." 

-Lil' Kiki 

From The Beat: Smart and beautiful piece, Lil' Kiki. 1 
enough to meet Mamma Rose and she seems very 
think other counselors could learn from her? 



and it's near the scratched up window you can barely see I 
shhh through. It looks like someone tried to escape, ha ha. I 
It's no use! I also tried, but the ground is too hard. (Don't tell I 
nobody.) 

So yeah, this is daily life for me, always tryna find ways I 
to keep my mind from dying or rotting. But it's too late, I I 
think I may have cobwebs up there! To all stay up and I'm I 
out. Alrato. 

-Marina GU, SF/YGC I 

From The Beat: We really like this piece, Marina. It was like spending a little I 

time locked up inside your head locked up inside your cell. Are you reading I 

to keep those cobwebs from building up? What about writing? We always I 
hate to see a mind going to waste. 

"J»e Folr Change 

What's serious to me is the way things are going outside. It I 
seems like people lost it — lost control, lost their peace, lost I 
their mind. Shhh, I feel like the world's lost. 

We have people offing each other every other day. The I 
president got beef himself, and he using the country to fight I 
for him. Now in SF, the police that suppose to protect us are I 
now at deadly war with the kids of the street. 

If there ever was a time for change, this is it. We need to I 
change the way we act. The world is hurting. We need love. I 
Seriously. 

-Momo B5, SF/YGC I 

From The Beat: We agree with you 100%. The world seems more out of I 

control now than at any time of our lives. We wish we could push a button I 

and make the world a better place, but there is no such button. All we can I 

do is try to change ourselves to make our own world a better one. Are you I 
about that change? 
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I Have A Good Counselor In Mind 

I do have a counselor in mind, but since we can't mention 
no names, I won't. She is a very caring and sincere lady who 

puts a lot of effort into the girls here to make them feel 

comfortable. 

I believe she truly cares for the girls even though I've 
only been here twice (for long periods of time); I have come 
to know her. When you need to talk and it's her shift, she'll 
listen, she won't just say, "yeah, yeah, yeah, whatever." She 

actually wants to see the girls go home and stay out. 
fijbx She's the best counselor in here and I have a lot of 
respect for her, and mainly only her, the rest don't 
II': really care, so forget them, they ain't worth my time 
to talk about. 

ff*' If I was a counselor, I would really try and relate to 
the girls and really listen to their problems. I wouldn't 
be all, "Oh, whatever, it's my job, so I have to be here." 
I No, I would really help the girls and wouldn't be tryin' 
to give them room time for stupid stuff. I would let them 
know that I know what they're going through, because I've 
been there and seen it all. I would really help them, talk 
to them, and share what I know as a woman having gone 
through the system — be a counselor as well as a friend, 
j someone they feel comfortable talking to. 
' -Michaela GU, SF/YGC 

_ From The Beat: Good piece, Michaela. We're sorry you thought you 
couldn't mention the names of good counselors. We just meant we didn't 
want folks to hate on the counselors they don't like. Anyway, you do an 
excellent job giving us the details about what makes a counselor effective. 
Why do you think other counselors don't treat you detainees as well? 



GU, SF/YGC 

We've been lucky 
special. Do you 



Bor-ed Ks r>ell 
Ay, what's up, y'all? This Gata back at ya fo' anotha' lil' chat. 
Anyways, lately, I been hella frustrated. Yeah, I'm still in the 
halls layin' on my lil'-ass bed, bored as hell, staring away at 
the crack on my wall. And under my bed, there is this hole, 



I just want to say that what makes a good counselor is the 
ones that really care for us. These counselors in YGC is 
shady as hell. They don't even care if we sick. They just 
come to work for eight to nine hours to get on our nerves, 
then leave. They be actin' like they care, but all they want 
to do is lock us up in our rooms, then get their checks 
and leave. 

But when It comes to me, they be treatin' me like a 
king. Every counselor hook me up fat. I be in the halls 
getting my shine on with the counselor. I don't care what 
people say about these counselors, they be buyin' me 
things and helping me out. 

All I know is they probably ain't cool with everybody, 
but they is cool with me. The reason why is because I've 
been in here for two years. I haven't gotten in trouble one 
time since I've been here. I'm just tryin' to knock my time 
out and go home. 

I can't be in here, cattin' off with the lil' homies. That 
shhh is played out. I only got a couple months for me to 
get out, and I'ma be cool about my thang. 

Oh yeah, I'ma get my shine on still before I leave. 

-Jay Baby B4, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: There are a couple of things that aren't too clear in 
this piece. Jay, although in general, we like it. For one things, we're 
not exactly sure why you would call the same counselors shady that 
you find treat you decently. Could it be that counselors respond to the 
treatment they get, and if you respect them, they'll respect you? How 
can you tell which counselors really care about you, and which ones are 
just fronting? 
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About two weeks ago, I went to the SQUIRES program 
at San Quentin State Prison, and it was a strange 
experience for me. I talked to ten or more people who 
have life sentences and have been there twenty years 
plus. We were given a tour of the yard, chow hall, 
school, and cell block tier. 

It was weird when they put me in the cell 'cause 
it was hella small, not enough room to even hit some 
push-ups. That really gave me a reality check, and 
made me really think about my lifestyle, 'cause prison 
is definitely not a place I wanna go. It is just real grimy 
up in there. 

-Jay-R B4 SF/YGC 

From The Beat: It's encouraging to read that a visit to San Quentin 
was like a reality check for you. If prison is not the place you want 
to be, what changes do you see happening in your life after the Hall? 
What will you have to give up in order to avoid another tour of the 
place? What will you substitute for what you give up? 



t a n d o u t 



I had a deep conversation wit' a prostitute before; she was one 
of my dad's hoes. When I really started messing up, she used 
to tell me to stop doing the stuff I'm doing, that I need to set a 
good example for my little brother. She said she was thinking 
about changing, so it was time for me to change, too. 

She did stop and she doing better, hella better now. So 
that makes me stop and think. 

-Tyree B2, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: Seeing how she turned things around and is doing well for 
herself, can you do the same? Of course, before you change, you need to 
know how you want to change. What do you want to do with yourself? 



Thia Life 

Man all I can say is this not a good place for me. 
This shhh may not even help some of these ninjas. 
Sometimes people need to be left alone, they need to 
be on their own. People can't help people. You have to 
love yourself before you can love someone else. 

The Hall isn't the best place for people to come to. 
Do you think people would change their way by coming 
here? This may be helping them to become a better 
criminal. Screw the Hall. Forget this shhh. Ninjas may 
come in here just to get help from family. 

Mom's maybe smokin' a liT somethin', but me I 
don't belong up in this shhhty place. I'm in here for 
someone else's shhh. I don't even look like a criminal. 
If anything this place will make you go crazy. 

-Crow, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Why do you think it's called the department of 
corrections if it doesn't correct? Why are you taking the rap for 
someone else's shhh? If he were your real friend, would he let you 
sit in jail for something you didn't do? Wouldn't he man up to his 
own shhh? 



Ruthless ninjas you 

call friends 1 
That's why you got to pick and 
choose your friends wisely 



Don r Be Good To A\e 

I feel it's nothing that will make a good counselor. You can 
find some cool counselors, but I won't even want a counselor 
to be good to me. I want them to be hard on me because I don't 
want them to make it like it's cool for me to be coming in and 
out of this place. 

I think the coolest counselors in B2 is my boys Sully, 
Stubs, and Zerby. 

-Bear Weezy B2, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: A much different perspective than most, and we definitely 
feel you. Do the counselors that you say are cool help you? How do they help 
you? What is the one thing that you feel will stick with you the longest from 
your stay in the Hall? 



c 

What makes a good counselor? Counselors that's from the 
'hood are good because they can relate to us and how we are. 

Counselors from the 'hood probably know us from the 
outs — and they show us much love or else they probably just 
want to give us good game about the world on the other side 
of these walls. 

To all the staff that sprinkle me, I feel you and I'm 
listening. Thanks to Big O, Mo, Short Dawg, Mr. Barrel, and, 
last but not least, Mr. Fajeda. 

-Lacey, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Thanks for coming with a straight-on positive and insightful 
piece, on topic! And special thanks for naming those counselors your respect, 
'cause they truly deserve some credit. 



ounselors Who Can Relate 



The life in San Francisco ain't no joke 
Crooked cops, 
Ruthless ninjas you call friends 
That's why you got to pick and choose your friends wisely 
Run with your family, who you know got your back 
Know the repercussions of selling crack 
Holding a pistol, 
And don't lose your cool 
Keep a good head on your shoulders 
And you can win this battle 
Don't give up 
'Cause there's always hope for the future 

-LIT Daddy B2, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: Inspirational rhyme. How do you keep your cool with 
everything that is going on around you? What do you see yourself doing 
in the future? 



Listen To Everyone 

Sometimes I like to help people out, but some people don't 
want to hear what you have to say, because you are not 
their age or you're younger than them. To me if someone is 
younger than me and tell me something that I don't know, 
I'm going to look at it like someone taught them that and I 
did not know it. 

I will thank them because I just learned something 
now. Life is good to me and I am going to live it till the day I 
die. Some people say I am not a good person, but I am. You 
just have to give a person a chance to get to know you. 

Like me, I don't judge people — I give them a chance to 
prove themselves to me. 

-John, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Excellent writing. Why do you think that some people 
think they're too good to hear what someone else has to say? And, you're 
very smart to keep your ears open to all walks of life. You are a good 
person; you just have to make better choices. With your brains, you will 
go far! 



Standouts 
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0>e t)<xy V>c "Died 
the day 
my homie died 

i was hurt 
especially when 
they put him in 
the dirt 
so i just 
brought his shirt 
i drank some brew 
looked at my shoes 
just thinking 
of you 
so i wanna 

say rip 
i miss you 
-Lil' Creep, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: The grief goes deep when you 
lose one of your peep. Thanks for the memorial 
poem, Lil' Creep. 



Scn~txr>cje ^nco\xr>Vers 
Many people get into situations, 
but some people can't get out of them. 
But some people go for help 
and the others suffer in a cell. 
I have ran and talked to a person who gave me words 
that would lead me in a right path 
but I wasn't listening 
and didn't hear everything. 
But in the long run 
you have time to put the puzzle together 
and fill in the gaps. 

-B'Z Bo, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: We feel you but I want to know why you weren't 
listening. Will you listen now? As far as putting the puzzle together 
and filling the gaps, what kind of things are you realizing now that 
you are incarcerated? And how can you remember and use these 
things you've learned from yourself and others? 



A.dvice Prom A. jietxL OCJ 
One time I was in San Francisco with a bunch of my 
friends when this homeless guy came up to my friends 
and he just started talking. He talked about how cruel 
the government is and how Vietnam changed his life. 

That homeless got really got into my heart, and 
we talked for like half an hour about everything. He 
told me about how he was addicted to crack and how 
it ran his life. After I was convinced he was over his 
addiction, I gave him some money and thanked him 
for talking to me. 

He made me realize a lot in life that I've never 
seen before. 

-Abbas, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: This man is a real OG in a way since he was in the 
war, been through it and is surviving and spreading knowledge not 
violence. You were there for him too. Many homeless people need 
a person to listen and validate them as important. We guess every 
single person in the world needs this. 



it's really hard being locked up, because you think 
about what you could be doing if you were out 



Serious Consequences 

I think it's serious when you have to wait in a room before the judge gives you 
that L. 

When you got pulled over by the police and they told you if you move you 
were going to feel some lead. 

I think it's serious when the judge gives you a few years max. and your 
probation officer tells you nine years is your max. 

I think it's serious when you don't make the best of yourself while 
incarcerated. 

I think it's serious that the county is going out of money, now minors are 
hungry. 

-B'Z Bo, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: We feel you. What do you think you can do to change your situation? What 
was the worse thing that happened to you while you were incarcerated? It sounds like you are 
trying to make the best of yourself while incarcerated. How are you doing that and how can you 
eliminate or have self control over what gets in your way to bettering yourself? 



Serious Matters 

A lot of things are serious to me. Being incarcerated is very 
serious to me. Being separated from my family is very serious 
to me. The war in the Middle East is very serious because the 
people don't know why the U.S. is really in Iraq. 

Why are Iraqi women getting raped and Iraqi men getting 
tortured? That's very serious to me. 

My life and my family are very serious to me. My goals 
that I have set for myself are very serious to me. Finally, most 
importantly my religion is very serious to me. 

-Abbas, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: We can feel you on the religion part because I wouldn't won't 
anybody discriminating against me, feel me. We don't know why people are so 
hateful. How can you keep from feeling the same anger against the suppressors 
and keep your heart open? These times are testing for so many of us. Keep 



How It Feels To Be Locked Up 

How does it feel to be behind a locked door? All you can think 
about is when that door will open. 

Sometimes when I hear the keys, I run to the door, hoping 
that they are going to open my door! But once you hear the 
keys going down the hallway, you know it was not your door. 

Being locked behind the door, all you can think about is 
when you are going to go home. Being locked up for a month, 
feels like a year! As a fourteen-year-old kid, it's really hard 
being locked up, because you think about what you could be 
doing if you were out. 

Being locked up and having to be told when to use the toilet, 
when to sleep, when to eat and when to take a shower, you 
hate it — but you have no choice! All you can do is pray. But 
sometimes that don't work. This is how it feels to be locked 
up. 

-Jb, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: This is a great piece, that speaks volumes about what it feels 
like to be locked up! The sound of the keys passing you by, is enough to make 
a grown man cry, let alone a fourteen-year-old kid! If you want to stay free, 
don't only think about what you did, but all the choices that led up to it. 
Change how it all starts and you change how it all ends; instead of lockdown 
with a broken heart, you'll be out free, playing with friends. 
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t a n d o u t 



KaLUr^ (T>e SofrL r "Deep *Depr-essior> 

I don't trust nobody, not even myself. 

It seems like through my life I have not met or encountered one 
person I truly trust. To my girlfriend, to my mother and father and 
brothers. Everybody, every single soul has a devil's side to them. Some 
choose to show it and feed off of it. Some don't and hide it so well it's 
so scary when it bears it's ugly face. And I am a genius when it come 
down to detecting it. 

I really don't trust anybody not even my goddamn self. It is so 
hard man — to put trust in somebody. Like for example my dear 
mother, I know she truly has undying love for me. However, I look 
deep into her eyes through the tears and emotional concerns and see 
judgment, deceitfulness, every bad thing you could ever imagine. She 
is thinking through her deepest thought secretly, "Oh my God, what 
have I created". That's my dearest mother who thinks of what my mind 
ponders of a complete stranger, a nobody, a lost soul, almost my flesh 
and bones. 

When I'm sniffing cocaine my withdrawal is horrible. I wake up in 
a cold sweat and quick sanding depressions. At night I always have 
nightmares of myself killing myself. When I awake from these dreams 
every last soul in this place looks so strange, so distant. Then I'm 
tripping. I'm lost like an infant at its birth. 

From the little boys and girls to the president, they all are 
deceiving snakes in my eyes. Maybe it's my anxiety or maybe it's my 
disease being bipolar — a label they put on me when I was a young 
child growing up. 

I have to wake up from this horrible nightmare. However, the only 
way out is by the pull of that damn trigger (BAM!)... My thoughts will 
bring me to chains. I will never truly feel joy again. 

-Jeremy, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Great writing. It seems that you never had anyone to show you how 
to trust. No one is perfect but trust is a very possible thing between two people who 
communicate well, have (family or romantic) love and respect for each other, and have 
dealt with most of their demons, issues and destructive habits. You are right about that 
dark side in everyone. Jung, the famous psychologist, called it our shadow side. You are 
at least aware of it but do not know how to control it sometimes. You channel it in your 
writing and this is a great tool for you. Your life is not mediocre. You are very talented 
and advanced as a matter of fact. Anger, depression and anxiety are hard to live with but 
it is possible to control the symptoms. Whenever you are overwhelmed, be courageous 
enough to ask for help. 



Family and friends 
that are dying every day 
because of turf is serious, 
People 



is serious. 



Family and friends 
that are dying every 
day because of turf is 
serious. People dying 
period is serious. 



No Place To Be 

This is my life story, and I am telling you 
— Juvenile Hall is no place to be when you 
are young. 

Me, myself, I am here for something like 
a violation; but please believe, I will get out 
someday. We all need to remember that they 
can't keep you here forever. But if you're 
here, you will miss your family — because I 
miss mine! 

Plus I have a baby boy who is one year old, 
and I can't be there to be his dad. Or maybe I 
should say, his father, because anybody can 
be a dad, but I want to be there to be a father 
to my son! 

I know what it feels like to not have a father 
in your life, because when I was young, my 
father died in a motorcycle accident. He went 
through the back windshield of a car and 
came out the front, and it happened when 
I was still an unborn baby in my mother's 
womb. 

Well, that's the end of my writing for this 
issue of The Beat. It may not be much, but 
that's what I wanted to write. 

-Kelandre, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: On the contrary, we think you wrote a 
very important piece with a valuable lesson to teach. You 
know what it's like to grow up without a father, and you 
don't want to do that to your own young son. Give up the 
grind when you get out, and be home on time without a 
doubt; 'cause that's what fathering is all about — being 
there to show your care! 



-cxm iLy cxr>d 1")orr>et>o-ys 
The thing that is serious to me, is my family 
and homeboys. Family because they're the 
ones I always look for when I'm in trouble or 
need help. 

And homeboys for when I need help with 
other things, like keeping me company when 
I need to talk. 'Cause when you're on the 
streets, you get lonely. You feel me? 

My life is the most serious thing to me 
though. Because if I die, it's serious to 
everybody around me. But one thing that is 
wrong with me is — the only time I mess with 
my family is when I am in trouble. And that's 
messed up! 

To all the lil* ones, stay strong. To all going 
to the Y, keep your head up. 

-Lil' Ally-bo, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: What sets your piece apart, is that you 
recognize there's something wrong with your heart if 
you're looking to your family only when you're in need. 
Maybe if you could learn to talk with someone in your 
family, you wouldn't be here with all the homeboys 
whose foolish talk directs their crazy walk! 



The Streets Are Serious 

The streets are serious. My life is serious. Being in prison is serious. 
Family and friends that are dying every day because of turf is serious. 
People dying period is serious. 

Breaking a law is serious. Having a wife and baby is serious. An 
earthquake is serious; a volcano is serious. 

Most of all, a family is important, and it's also serious. Yes, it's 
serious. 

-Anthony Bl, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: How do you deal with all the seriousness in your life? With everything 
going on with the world right now we are realizing that it is getting harder and harder 
for young people to survive. How can young people make it easier on themselves? 
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Ai-mosr Impossible 
My future, 
My glory, 
My destiny. 

I got big goals, which seem almost impossible, 
but I say I just have to do it! 
Just have to because if I don't, 
there is no worth livin'. 
And sometimes I feel like it's hopeless 
and feel like giving up. 

-Larry, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Do you think that Muhammad All or that blind man 
that climbed Mount Everest ever doubted themselves or felt like 
giving up? We are sure they did at one point. All you got to do is 
try your best and get help when you need it. How can you start 
getting rid of all that gets in your way to your goals? 



1 r s So Sei~iovis 
It's serious. I'm going to tell you what's so serious. Coming to 
jail for something you did not do, is serious. 

It's serious when they play like they yo' friends, but their 
promises is not serious when they ready to mess you over! I 
don't know why these people is haters, man! 

Hey, and you know what is so serious? It's serious when some 
people think you can't do nothing. You say you can do, but it 
don't mean nothing. If you know what you can do, it don't got 
to mean nothing to nobody but you! 
It's serious — it is so serious — in the streets of Oakland. 

-Lil' Day Day, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: So many youngsters complain about hate, 'cause they used to 
believe what all the young players would say about being true forever, in fair 
and foul weather. Then they learn the hard way, to believe nothing of what a 
player will say — but that's only halfway to wisdom. Get off the spot so you 
won't have to listen to lies. Get out the grind so you won't do time for another 
mans crime, or your own — and so you won't die young! 



Unexpecrecf Dicou/irel"* 

When I was growing up I would always see this one 
dude walkin' by the block. You could always tell by the 
way he walks and the way he looks that he be messin 
with that shhh. 

Sometimes some of the older heads I know woulc 
serve 'em. He was in his 50's or 60's and they call him 
Biggie. Dude like 6'5" and slim, but to get to the point 
we never did really know him till one day we was al 
posted up on the main street. Everything is going coo 
when all of a sudden some dudes ran up on us anc 
one them got a big ass shank in his hand. So they 
outnumbered us by 2 or 3, but then I see the OG they 
call Biggie walkin' by and he notices what's going on 
with us. Next thing you know he knocks dude out that 
had the shank in his hand. He hit 'em so smooth he 
dropped straight to the ground. Then all his folks ran 
away hecka quick and everyone starts whoopin' on 
dude that dropped. 

After that we started to know OG Biggie and he 
would always be talkin' about how it used to be back in 
the days and how the old school gangstas use to do it 
on the ave, and how all the homies from the town use 
to be hecka deep at Fremont High School. 

-Lil' John, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: The OG looked out for y'all. Have you ever repaid the 
favor? Why do you think he looked out for you? If you want, you can 
repay his kindness by never selling him dope again. What do you 



think about that scenario? 




Szn~cvr>cjc Cncounters 
My most strange encounter came when I was on the block, way 
back in 2001. I was on the block in the black gate, and it was 
just me and my ninjas ANT, Dege, the Jayster, and my cousin, 
Mac Lov. 

We was all shooting dice and grinding when all of a sudden, 
my two OG patnas hopped out of a blue truck. And they come in 
the gate and asked us, "What is it?" And my OG patna, named 
Khalead, asked me, "Where your brother at?" 

And my brother ANT, told him that he was in jail serving that 
hard time. And Khalead (RIP) said, "Man, that's my boy!" But 
after like ten minutes of busting knocks and shooting dice, my 
OG patna Ice (RIP) all of a sudden starting preaching to us! 

I remember it like it was yesterday. He started off by saying, 
"This game ain't the same. I'm ice, yet the youngstas show me 
more love than the OG's in the game. That's why I love y'all, all 
of y'all!" 

And then Khalead stepped in, "And the ghetto, it's not for you 
youngsta's! You four should be doing something else with your 
life. Everything y'all doing right now, we did when y'all was just 
coming out your mother's womb. But you kids are smarter, and 
you four could make way more money than you guys making 
out here, legally!" 

Me and my patnas started laughing at Khalead and Ice. And 
ANT says, "Y'all talking that bullshhh! Y'all just got through 
smoking a solid each — y'all loaded!" And he continued, "We 
ain't listenin' — because we out here!" 
Ice says, "That's y'all' problem today. Yeah, I'm loaded, but I'm 
speaking to ninjas on the four. I don't want to see you guys end up in the pen' 
like me and Khalead did, or end up hurt out here. But that's all I got to say to 
you young punks!" He laughed and walked off and got back in the car. 

Khalead and the four of us are all laughing, but Khalead interrupts and says, 
"That's real game. Learn that shhh quick. And if you remember anything we 
ever told you, remember what we said today." 

Conclusion: OG patnas both was killed, Ice in 2004 and Khalead in 2003. 
And ANT was killed in 2002! And I'm just happy I got the game before they 
left us. That was real talk from my OG patnas. I respect them to the fullest! 

-Corn-freaky, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Thanks for a great piece! You unfold a story of nostalgia, love, and laughter 
— and some serious real talk thereafter! Now we know ANT means Anthony as well as "Ain't 
No Talkin", and we wish for his sake that he had taken that real talk from Ice and Khalead to 
heart; because he'd still be alive today. And we're willing to bet that Ice and Khalead were just 
as smart as you four and might have made it too — if they'd told the same thing to themselves 
they were telling to you. Yet everyone has a phrase to brush off the truth: "In too deep to quit!" 
Or: "In it to win it!" Or: "Won't stop till my casket drop." Boil it all down to that moment of truth 
in the street and your reader can see: on one side is living free, making money legally; and on 
the other, suicide — the slow suicide of incarceration for life, or a sudden meeting with bullets 
in flight. Jails, hospitals and death, are what you can expect to meet, unless you set your mind 
to quit the grind and get a j-o-b. Again, great piece! RIP ANT, Ice, Khalead. 



Standouts 
Volume 9.19 
Pa^e 30 



m 



Standout 



I remember when I was like fourteen years old, I had 
this girlfriend named Monika. She was always so nice to 
me; yet I treated her so bad. 

I don't know why I treated her bad, but what I do know 
is that she's gone. I want her back. It's hella crazy. I 
never thought that I cared for her so much — she is so 
special to me! And I am just now realizing it. 

Earlier today, I talked to her for a little while, and she 
asked me, "Why do you care?" And I really don't know 
the answer to that question, even though I know that I 
do care. So, I guess I just got to keep that question in 
mind. Until then — I miss you girl! 

-Rich, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: There's an old saying, "You never know what you've 
got till it's gone." So, now you know! Meanwhile, another question 
you can keep in mind is — what made you so blind? 



Some counselors be 
hooking me up with 
food and extended 
home visit hours. 



Don r Wohhy 

Someone told me not to worry about nothin... he said that 
you gotta keep your faith, 'cause all you need is that and the 
Lord will keep you safe. That person also said, "Whatever 
don't kill you will make you stronger, I promise you that just 
keep on pushin' and if you slip and fall and you hurt youself 
then the Lord will provide your cushion." 

I keep determination for whatever I'm facin', I just gotta 
be a man... believe in death before dishonor, take no drama 
and take no stand. See for me, it didn't some easy. I had to 
struggle and fight, at a point and time in my life it was like I 
just can't get right. 

To all my family, and my girl, I love you! Never take 
nothing for granted, I'm feelin' so wicked off in this planet 
sayin' I'm tired of tryin' to understand it. That's why I stay 
focused tryin' the best I can, stackin' my bricks to perform 
the fist. My moms never said it'll be like this, but I gotta be 
ready for anything. 

People, remember to never count your eggs before they 
hatch, make sure your timing and vision got percision. Just 
get up and go and don't turn back... If you're a solijah and 
you know it, hold your head high and keep marchin' thru 
these struggles and don't worry. 

-Lil' Ray, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Sometimes it's hard to get through tough times but once you 
do, you will be a stronger person. You must think about how to make your 
future better than your past, learn from your mistakes and you will go far. 



Sc 

I don't like being locked up like an animal. 

I get along with most counselors 
because I get along with all the counselors. 
Most of the time I feel like counselors try to abuse their authority. 
They feel as if you're in here they can 
talk to you in any type of way they want to. 
Man, I wish I could go home and be with my family. 

-Greg, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: We wish this for you too but something went wrong somewhere. Where 
did things go wrong? How will this be your last run-in with the system? We hope while 
you are locked up, you take advantage of the time by reading, educating yourself, 
participating in programs and coming up with a foolproof plan. 



If one of these 
shady ninjas take 
yo' life, yo' momma 

gon' be at that 
casket droppin' so 
many tears 



CJood P*na Bcxd CToiinscLo 1-s 
A good counselor is one that is not racist — someone 
you can talk to, someone who helps you with your 
problems, and someone who just basically does his 
job. 

There are some good counselors at Camp that help 
me out and are nice. Some counselors be hooking me 
up with food and extended home visit hours. 

Bad counselors are the ones who don't help you; 
they just don't care about you and your life. Some 
counselors that are bad, show favoritism to other kids. 

A good counselor to me, is one who basically does 
their job the right way. 

-Peanut, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Thanks for a serious look at what distinguishes a good 
from a bad counselor. How might the system build in motivational 
incentives for counselors to be more caring and more even-handed in 
their treatment of juvenile detainees? 



Thoughts 



The last few weeks I've been in here, my mind been 
overloaded with so many thoughts of my past, and tryin' to 
think of my future and most of all, what I gotta do when I get 
out in this cold-hearted world. In Oakland, there really ain't 
nothing for a young dread headed ninja like me because 
2004, most ninjas like me just out here not listening to 
nobody. 

Been droppin' like flies, get put on t-shirts. Mom tryna 
scrape up money, so she can see you one more time in that 
casket. And you not knowing what kind of pain you gon' 
'cause yo' mom. If one of these shady ninjas take yo' life, 
yo' momma gon' be at that casket droppin' so many tears. 

But till my day I'm gone shine, but RIP to all y'all ninjas 
that lost y'all life to the game. 

-Lil' Molly, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Are you sure there's nothing for a young dreaded ninja 
to do? You're oppressed in your mind and think your opportunities are 
limited. If your dreads are holding you down, then shave them off. Do you 
see yourself working a job or going to college? Where do your interests lie? 
When you start telling yourself and convincing yourself to reach for the 
skies, then you might catch a star! 
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We lost a soldier in these streets 
Why he had to go 
He took a bullet to his feet 
Now it's hard and rough times 
He made it thru that drama dogg 
So we thought he was fine 
He took a bullet to the head 
Now we sittin' here cryin' 
Worried about his death 
And the funeral line 
Lending a shoulder to his mom, 

So she can stop that cryin' 
But it's the soldiers in the streets 
that commit those crimes 
We lost a soldier to the streets 
That was going to do fine 
RIP Ray-Ray 
-Boog Money, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Why do you think that people 
show so much love and respect to the streets and 
the game when neither shows no love in return? 
Why are so many folks willing to take a life or 
give their life to the streets? How can we come 
together as a community and stop the violence 
and unnecessary deaths? 



's Serious 



What I take serious is trust. I can't kick it with folks that I can't trust 
because I've been in situations where I thought that a ninja got my back. 
One day me and my OG patnah was driving to his uncles house, and we 
seen some older cats outside drinking, but anyways, we rolled past and 
they start muggin'. 

So anyways, I'm already drunk and shhh, so me and my patnah like, 
"Lets go back... These cats think they hard." So anyways, we park the car 
and get out and start walking towards the guys. It's just me, my OG patnah 
and another patnah. Anyways, to make a long story short, when we walked 
up, the guys pulled out pistols. One had a shotgun, and two others had 
pistols. 

One walks on me with a pistol and the other guys had my OG patnah 
against the wall, while one had the pistol to his head. When that one cat 
walks up on me, my other so called patnah runs hella fast in the other 
direction, so it's just me and my OG patnah. 

But me, I don't run from nothing. After all that went down, we walked 
away from the incident... To be continued... 

-Big Samoa, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: It's a hard lesson to learn that everybody has to watch out for they own self. 
Its called self-preservation. When the 25 to Life sentence hangs in the courtroom, no one is 
gonna be there! Real talk! And there's a price to be paid for every decision that's made. If you 
make good decisions then you don't have to suffer. Remember, the only person you have to 
prove yourself to is — yourself. 



Camp Sweeney 



all the days of my life 
will be here at camp for now 
everything we do is day after day 
you're just hoping for the weekend to hit 
so you can go home 
if you was good for that week 

waiting to get out of here 
always looking down that hill 
says man can't wait to be free 
is it worth it to steal solo 
pulling two-eleven and other stuff 
like that and getting caught 
doing like six to nine months or even more 
knowing that you ain't free no more 
until you do your time 
knowing that you gonna eat 
county food for a while 

it ain't cool 
everyday i'm thinking 
what my homies doing 
and what my family doing 
i know this ain't the worstest place to be in 
but it ain't the life i choose to be like 

-Than, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Powerful thoughts! Whatever you used to 
do, now that you experienced enough to think it all the way 
through to the end, you see that you no longer want to spend 
your life paying for the times you get caught. You learned the 
hard way, you're self-taught! Let the lesson sink in deep — and 
you will stay free! 



nore 

tie in 



1 -Ci- r 

i try to change 
but i never could 
maybe there's something 
i misunderstood 
i try to do right 
but i always do wrong 
then i tell myself 
to stay strong 
i try to listen 
to what adults say 
but i was raised 
a whole different way 
i try not to smoke 
i try not to drink 
that way i can go 
home on my h v 
but there is all these 
things that get in my way 
well at least i try 
so what else can i say 
-Lil' June, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Honest and 
real. When you want to do 
wrong, and say, "Be strong!" 
— you've already started to fail! 
You must fight fire with fire, 
desire with desire; or you carry 
around a jail in your mind that 
will sooner or later have you 
confined without bail. You've 
got to get deep in your heart 
to give yourself what you want 
that's right. 'Cause if you don't 
want it, you'll lose your fight. 



knowing that you 
ain't free no more 
until you do your time 



Pc 



'eep ^TV>is 
i have a mask 
yes i do 

when you hear or read this task 
why i do 
it's from all the things 
i've been through 
what is expected for me to do 
i can think of when 
i got my heart broke 
it hurts so bad 
that till this day i can still cry 
don't ask why 
how about growing up 
with no real childhood 

no real father 
to tell you what's bad 
or what's good 
but my mother been there 
through thick and thin 
i love her for that 
and with me she will always win 
if only i would've known 
that things would go beyond wrong 
i would've left them alone 
just like it left 
y'all see me smiling 
but what' that mean 
you don't see me cry 
you should know something's wrong 
i'm out 'cause i'm not gon' make this 
long 
but peep that 

-Tishay, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: The readers of The Beat feel your 
pain, and some feel nearly the same as you — or 
when they read your words, it feels as if they 
do! But that doesn't make it hurt less, in them 
or in you. But as deep as the wound, the roots of 
recovery reach deep, too — and you can almost 
feel the healing in you about to burst through the 
mask glued to your face by a painful past. 
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Body Bqgz 

It's serious about the war because people are fighting 
over oil, and dying. We're taking other people's oil, and 
it's not even worth it. We have our own oil. Bush has his 
own oil. 

It's sad because people are coming home in body 
bags and I think it's not worth it. My cousin is at war 
in Iraq right now. He's in the Marines. I don't' know if 
he's safe because I've been here so long. I haven't had 
contact with him. 

I think it should be peace in the world. It would be 
a better world without killing. I've seen people get killed 
on my block where I hang with my homies, and it's 
horrible. 

Somebody should stop this war and make an 
agreement. It's sad because people get killed every day 
and it shouldn't be like this. People in prison in Iraq is 
getting raped and murdered. There should be peace in 
the world. 

-Howard Bl, SF/YGC 

From The Beat: You are right there should be peace in the world. What 
do you think it would take to achieve that? What similarities do you 
see between the war in Iraq and the war on the streets at home? Do 
you think you would join the marines? With all the killing going on, 
do you think it's a good idea to be hanging out on the block with your 
homies? How could both sides of the war get together and make an 
agreement? 



then i find out my 
grandma's dying 
then my folks tell me 
lala please stop whining 



Vvhqr /Acikez A- Good Gouneeloh la . . . 

Someone who doesn't criticize. 
Instead takes time to help you realize, 
Where you're going, 
What you know. 
Taking time to help you grow, 
And leave behind the hurt and pain, 
Look to sunshine not the rain. 

A happy face, a caring heart, 
You don't even have to be smart. 
A smile and hug is a simple task, 
Really now is that too much to ask? 

-Ashley, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Nice flow. We don't think that this is too much to ask. A 
counselor should be there for you. Your time in the Hall should not be 
all-bad. It should help you develop the skills you need to make the right 
decisions. It should be time spent with people who care, who can teach, and 
most of all, who can smile. 
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s quick to 
't ready to lis 
People trying to tell me to do right 
But what's your proposition? 
Is it because you love me? 
Do you really care? 
You ask me about my problems 
But I still ain't ready to share 
Keep it hidden deep inside 
Why do they even bother to ask? 
Why? 

When I talk about my problems, 
It ain't like I'm a forget about 'em. 
I wonder if a slight slit to the wrist, 
Will do the trick. 
A big gash in my arm. 
Wonder if it will do any harm, 
t question runs through my mind day after day 
ery moment hoping that God will have his way 
destroy my body? No, but heal me from the pain. 
Before I go insane. 

-Young Dooby, 150 Crew 

m The Beat: Young Doobie, what is it going to take for you to be 
ady to share? Sharing is the best way to learn and grow. Hurting 
yourself is destructive. That won't solve your problems. You won't 
forget about your problems, by talking about them, you will learn 
from them. 



Don r Srlr&z yo' SeJIf 

I have a mind with a lot of stress 
A body that don't get a lot of rest 
Coming from sittin' on a set 
If I don't eat right 
I lose a lot of weight 
Skin gets skinny and pale 
Feel like a young man living in hell 
Behind four white walls 
Me myself feeling like a Satan 
Living in a 'hood full of drugs, violence, and hatred 
In a chase with police like 
I'm runnin' through a matrix 
Ain't got nothin' else to live fo' 
But paper chasin' 

-Jazzey, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: If you got more rest, do you think that you'd stress less? 
Do you always want to sit on a set and eventually become a vet? Is this 
the life you really want to live? To get what you want, what are you 
willing to give up or give? 



PAIN 

the banging screaming yelling 
arguing and fussing 
and even the cussing 
but with me there is no discussing 

yo' lying got me crying 
then i find out my grandma's dying 
then my folks tell me 
lala please stop whining 
i tell them i can't 
it hurt too bad 
especially seeing your stepdad 
get stabbed 
the pain and hurt 
got me feeling like dirt 
and some of the fellas 
call us women their work 
yeah that really hurt 
i'm tired of this mess 
but you keep telling me 
all you want is the best for me 
is this supposed to be 
some kind of test for me 

-Brokenhearted La La, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: You have been a powerful writer in our pages since 
that first day your pencil hit our paper! And this poem is like a 
volcano exploding with emotion. So don't let the hurt make you 
feel like dirt, 'cause you're more like molten lava — and all the pain 
of yesterday will soon give way to a better tomorrow 'cause you've 
recognized your sorrow and wrapped it in a poem. And your poetr; 
will guide you on your way as you move on! 
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My Story About This Boy 

when i was out i knew this boy 
he was always around 
it's funny 'cause I never really knew him till now 
he's shy but sweet 
and he really doesn't speak 
he has a nice smile with dimples in his cheeks 
i would have had him but i didn't want to cheat 
well it seemed we lost track 
i hadn't seen him in a minute 

wondering where he was at 
out of all the times i seen him 
i never thought of him like that 

but i was tryin'a heal 
from messing with these meases 
but never mind that 
what should i do 
if i say that the boy is back 
should i finish where i started at 
or leave my heart alone 
'cause it still has departure's cracks 
or go alone and start it back 
it took place long ago at his place 
we were all on each other face 
kissing but it didn't go that far 
he said we should be together 
but my heart was tore 
but he said i wouldn't have to worry 
'cause i wouldn't hurt anymore 
but i didn't know what to do 
so i left and said i'll talk to him later 
but we never spoke about it again 
yet during this whole time 
this boy was my friend 

so should i risk it 
or leave it how it's been 
well i'll answer that myself 
and my story now has to end 

-Tishay, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: It is a wonderful little rhyme this problem has 
teased from your mind. And if he's your friend, then you know if 
you can trust him — 'cause you know how he's been with others way 
back when. But you also know how fragile your heart has grown. 
Plus no one can promise another she will hurt no more, and keep 
that promise for sure. Thanks for the poem. Wonder when Part Two 
will come along. 



B-I-T-C-H 

please excuse 

my language but 

i want the boys to see 

what their calling a bitch 

really means to me 

b — beautiful 

i — intelligent 

t — talented 

c — charming 

h — honest 

now boys put these 

words in your heads 

then start to use 

these words instead 

-Tyresha, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Those are words that describe you well. Now if the 
boys could learn to tell girls the truth, these are the words they'd 
start to use more often than not. Tyresha, thanks a lot. 



i'm ashamed of this pain 
'cause it got me feeling like i'm standing in the rain 
with no umbrella in this rainy freezin' weather 
i am ashamed of crying 
'cause it leads to whining 
and that i am afraid of hiding 
i am ashamed of getting kicked 
to the hard funky-smelling dirt 

'cause that really hurt 
i am ashamed of being scared 
'cause when i'm scared i feel like running far 
but i know i'm not running nowhere 
i am ashamed of being me 
'cause sometimes being me 
ain't what i wanna be — ashamed 

-Laqulisha, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: We are proud of you — of what you write, what you say and 
what you do! You've come such a long way in such a short time, it's totally 
amazing, too! Pain and fear and tears are nothing to be ashamed of, so dry 
your eyes and stand up tall. We're so glad you've survived it all — to be you, 
with your eyes burning bright and your hope renewed! 



Lr 



Call It How You See It 

out here suspected 
for being neglected 
all because my feelings told me 
i was disrespected 
took a step toward 
my heart and made 
a dumb decision 
had to speak through my actions 
'cause didn't nobody listen 
gotta hold my own guard 
put my chest out 
now i'm hard 
but in reality it ain't nobody 

listenin' to a retard 
don't get it twisted though 
i come sick wit' my flows 
i'm just a youngsta on his toes 

in a scandalous ghetto 
always being harassed by cops 
for some false accusations 
choke me out 
amp me up 
now i'm caught for possessions 
this is just another day 
of my life that got disrupted 
but then who am i to blame 
for givin' myself some spotlight 
i wasn't tryin' to be famous 
i just thought i was doin' what was right 
so to all of you people out there 
who judged what you see 
don't try to hate let it be 
'cause i'm still gonna be me 

-Scooby, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Your flows come sick wit' it, caught up in a Beat spirit! Not 
about guilt, blame and shame; you still need to get up out the game! You 
got the wisdom and the quickness, plus the experience of a street existence 

— and that makes package pretty potent. Now that you know where you're 
goin', you can face where you've been; and see the mistakes you made 
before and never will make again. Keep preaching, teaching and reaching 
out to readers of The Beat, 'cause bitter lessons yield wisdom that's sweet 

— plus your rhymes come with heat! 
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Lil' Mama Hanna s Page 



\\fQ\r\ng 

sittin' in jail waiting to get bail 
dang here goes another story i got to tell 
going through hell 
facing several years in my cell 
hey is it possible that i'll be able to yell 
no 'cause there are staff 
hollering down my tail 
but there is nobody 
who can help me escape from this hell 
beside the lord 
who works in mysterious ways 
i'm stuck in my cell 

lonely as hell 
but only time can tell 
deep down inside i feel like 

a habitual liar 
who can never do what is 
expected of her 
in jail if you got money 
it's all good 
or until the white man tries to 
get his out of your pockets 
then that's it 
in here while i'm doing my time 
i feel like i'm waiting 
for the next person to lend me a hand 
it makes me so anxious 
to move forward 
but never dwell on the past 
in my cell i always say to myself 

stay positive 
and that gives me the strength 

to live another day 
cause what you get out of life 

is what you put in 
and if you put in good things 

you'll have good results 
and if you put in bad things 
like i seem to have done 
you'll end up in jail 
facing many years in your cell 

-Lil' Mama Hanna, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: You've really hit your stride as a writer. We love the fluidity 
with which you allow your thoughts to flow. The words seem to fall 
beautiful as a high tumbling waterfall, even if they are often full of pain. 
You've gained a lot of confidence in your writing, and it shows! Don't ever 
stop. Its a tool the value of which only grows, and after it reaches the top 
— it overflows! 



Counselors Who Care 

What makes a good counselor? If they are caring, 
supporting, and have the patience to deal with kids 
— they are good counselors! 

Most counselors are just in it for the money, but 
there are some who really care. For instance, I know 
a couple of counselors who dedicated their time and 
money to fulfill the kids' needs — and that really 
shows how they feel! 

Counselors are paid to counsel you, which means 
to help you with problems and ask if you are okay. But 
some just can't wait until they lock you up! But it's 
okay. 

I know a few counselors who have made a 
difference in my life and helped me through my trials 
and tribulation: like Ms. Wadud, Ms. Williams, Ms. 
Westbrook. Those are counselors who really care! 

-Lil' Mama Hanna, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: To sum up: patience and a good heart are the 
essential characteristics of a good counselor as you see it; and who 
could argue? That good heart shows in generosity and concern. 
Thanks for a clear and well-written response. And props to Ms. 
Wadud, Ms. Williams, and Ms. Westbrook, too! 



Most counselors 
are just in it for the 
money, but there are 
some who really care. 



wonder if i would have 
stopped actin' a fool 
and took myself to school 
what would have happened 



1 



I Wonder 

i wonder if i would have stopped actin' a fool 
and took myself to school 
what would have happened 
i know i wouldn't be here in my cell 
waiting to get bail 
i learned the hard way 
now i have a whole lot of advice to give away 
tomorrow will be another day 
and hopefully i will lead my life into the lord's way 
to think back to the time and day 
that the incident i'm here for occurred 
it's enough to make me cry 
i did the crime 
so i have to pay the time 
but do you think it's fair 
twenty-five to life 
it's enough for someone to start to care 
inside i'm crying myself to sleep 
burning in hell and wishing it was a dream 
but it's not a dream 
it's a everyday routine 
i have so much bottled up 
that might explode in a second 

-Lil' Mama Hanna, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Wow, those lines about burning in hell and wishing 
it was dream, but — "it's a everyday routine!" Lyrics don't get 
anymore powerful than that; plus its meaning keeps opening up! 
And as you say, all over an incident that occurred on one single day. 
But it happened, and aside from the paying the time, you have to 
face the feelings inside! Your writing gets deeper with each week 
we print you in The Beat. 
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Damn, 
Emotions are flaring 
I'm falling deep 
Deeper into a hole 
no regret flashes across my eyes 
I try to tell my mind no 
But it's not working 
I'm trying and trying 
But it's not working 
And yes I do have control 
But it's not working 
I feel like a dragon 
Trapped but free 
In this world, nothing is free 
And right now I'm 'bout to pay the 
price 

-Sarkastix, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: You have the choice to play, but 
there's a price to be paid with every decision that's 
made. "Free your mind and the rest will follow." 
After you pay the price, how can you make sure 
the price is right the next time around? 



S-T-O-P (one) 

i'm stuck in the system 
and i'm never gettin' out 

i have no purpose 
and i can't figure it out 
i need some time to think 
and i need some time to feel 
sometimes i don't know 
if my life is even real 
bs is all i hear 
and i'm always in tears 

i wish i could fight 
the feeling and the fear 

-Rasheed, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: This poem puts up a fight 
against the sadness and fear you feel night 
and day, which is not to say, it will simply 
go away. But you have made a statement 
here today that's loud and clear and strong, 
okay? And a very good poem, by the way. 



Sarkastix And 
Rasheed 's Page 



Dilemma 

Acting hard for no reason 
When you're softer than Downy 

Why must you try to be cool 
When there is nothing to prove 
Don't worry about the next man 
Handle your shhh first 
Just please stop fronting 
Because we all know the real 

You are scared of yourself 
So how can someone fear you 

You make no sense 
Yet you say you love the dollar 
I'm telling you this generation is screwed 
And yes we're the diamonds of the future 
Will America make up their minds? 

-Sarkastix, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: That poem was tight! Why do you think 
people try to act tough? Do you think that it's actually 
a mask they wear to hide their fear? When will you 
make up your mind? 



Acting 
hard for 
no reason 
When 
you're 
softer! 
than \ 
Downy 




but not done yet 
-Rasheed, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: It is like an addiction 
you love more than your family, your 
freedom, your life! But it's not really 
love, its more like addiction to a drug 
that will destroy your life and have 
you hurting day and night. 



Unlawful Doubt 

I get to sit here 
Protected by the system 
While our family 
Goes through it 
Damn why did it have to happen 

I ask God why now, why you 
Something positive comes along 
And the devil tries again 
But I know that God prevailed 
And you're in a better place 
I wish I could say don't trip 
But I'm tripping myself 
So please accept me 
The way I am 

-Sarkastix, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Your friend is in a better place but you 
wish you could see his face. The feeling is horrible when 
we lose someone we love. How can you make sure you 
aren't one of the devils next victims? 



CJuiLrry Conscience 
My head hurts 
And I'm tired 
But yet I keep going 
But I want to go 
Function is not my thing 

I rather shut down 
And worry about nothing 
But my mind keeps racing 
One mile per minute 

Still on vapors 
I must find some fuel 
In order to keep going 
But I continue to 
pass stations up 
Making excuses for myself 
But I stand out in a crowd 
Of all the successful people 
'Cause I'm the only 
one who has made 
But hasn't 
-Sarkastix, 150 Crew 

From The Beat: Nice writing. Why do 
you have a guilty conscience? What can 
you do to get rid of those self-torturing 
thoughts? Do you think you'll always 
stand out in a crowd of successful 
people? Why or why not? 



I wish I could 
say don't trip 
But I'm tripping 
myself 




From The Beat: The world can seem such a 
cruel and cheapening place, that its hard 
to get up and say — I take my life seriously 
today and will respect myself enough, to 
change my thoughtless ways. 
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"It's Serious" 



Oil Wql" 



It's serious when people kill people and when 
President Bush sends people to war just to fight and 
die over some oil. 

I feel that if he wants oil that bad he should go 
get it himself. 

-Sheldin Bl 

From The Beat: Do you really think if Bush went 
over there he would have lasted a day? 



<5err\ng Ir TogerheP 

What's up, y'all? Well, what's serious to me is 
getting off probation and getting my high school 
diploma so I can go to college, feel me, basically 
getting my shhh straight. 

Hopefully I can get a hold of all my ninjas that 
I lost contact wit' when I was gone! My family, well 
I don't know what else to say to y'all, but Im'a do 
everythang I can to prove to y'all that I've changed 
and that I hope we never will be separated again! 

Also to fulfill my dream to become a CNA 
(certified nursing assistant) soon! That's 'bout it 
fo' now, so until next time. I'm out. Much luv and 
respect to all out there, and RIP CJ. Luv you. 

-Amy YTEC 

From The Beat: What will it take to make sure 
all the things you want to happen do happen? 
What makes you want to be a nurse? You don't 
need to prove to anybody but yourself that 
you are changing. 



It's serious how my life is flipped and turned 
upside down. It's serious how I have sent myself 
to the facility where I'm surrounded by a lot of 
enemies 

It's serious the way life goes and nobody 
knows how it's going to turn out. My situation is 
serious like a heart attack. 

-Arnisha GU 

From The Beat: How can you turn your life 
right side up? What will you need to do or 
not do? 



A. Week "CToo Lc 



What's serious for me is being up in here for 
seven days. And what's also serious is my 
cousin friend getting killed. That's serious 
to me. 

-Xavier Bl 

From The Beat: When you get out what 
are going to do to make sure you aren't 
back for another seven days? How will 
you keep yourself safe once you are out 
with all the violence? 



Future Freedom 

What I take serious is my freedom. This is my second time 
in here, and I want it to be my last time. My freedom is my 
future, and this is what I want from my future: I wanna get 
a legit house, get married, have some kids, make my mom 
happy, and just live my life. 

That's why I take my life serious. 

-Oso B5 

From The Beat: The things you want in life are the 
things that most people seek — not riches, but a 
decent life. It's largely in your hands what your future 
holds. There's no reason why you can't have all of it. 



When Ir 



Co Be 



Locked. *Dt>A\ n 

I'm serious when it comes down to being locked 
up for 24 hours. 
The counselors got power 
You ain't got nothing but yo' self 
Up in these four walls, 
I feel like I'm going to fall 
I ain't trippin' 'cause when I get out, 

I'm 'a ball, stay tall 
Take my life serious, stop being mean 

Making a big scene, "yada mean." 
I am a thug; I walk around with a mug 

I realize there's opportunities 
I'm 'a take advantage and that's fo' sho 
And get my dough 
And be about me, 
Tiffany, 

The queen of these San Francisco streets 
That's steady eatin* me 
But they can't break me 
'Cause I'm movin' on 
Stayin strong 
And that's on my momma 

-Tiffany GU 

From The Beat: We hope you mean you're 
going to be a thug for your education so you'll 
be getting your dough on the legit tip. You do 
have opportunities. Tiffany, and we know you 
can use them to your advantage. 



Ic's Serious 
Me bein' incarcerated is serious 'cause I'm bein sent far 
away, and at the same time, I'm hella stressed out and 
depressed 'cause I'm three-and-half-months pregnant and I 
really miss my baby daddy. 

-Lil* Asia GU 

From The Beat: Wow, Asia, that's some news. How do 
you feel about being pregnant? Are you keeping the 
baby? How does your man feel about it? Your mom? 



Irs Ml 

What's serious to me is my sex, because without that, 
I can't holla at no female, or sleep with any girl. I can't 
have fun. 

The second serious thing is my freedom. I always 
mess around when I'm free, but once I lose my freedom I 
get mad as hell. I need space, and I need to do what I feel 
like doing. 

I have a feeling The Beat Within is gonna take out 
my first paragraph and I hope not, because all the ninjas 
is gonna agree with me. (You feel me) 

So what's serious to me is my sex, freedom and my 

life. 

-Phu guy Y-TEC 

From The Beat: We changed up your words a little, 
but we left your first paragraph because it's honest 
and true. Of course, sex and love can be two 
different things. Which is more important and more 
serious? Can you have a meaningful relationship 
with a female without your sex being a factor? How 
will you make sure, once you're free again to "mess 
around," that you dont lose your freedom again? 



Lrpe Is Sei-totis 

What's serious to me is life, man, fa' real. In April 
of this year I was shot. Man, it was like a wake-up 
call to me that I was moving too fast. I mean, I was 
buyin' cars, havin' older females, stayin' out late, 
ana now I see how serious my life is and I cherish 
it now. 

At first, I really didn't care, and now I see that 
I really don't want to die, at least not right now. I 
thought about stuff and people I haven't seen or 
heard from and that's about it. 

-Clifford B2 

From The Beat: How did you end up in the 
Halls after being shot gave you a wake-up call? 
Have you changed the way you were living? 



In April of this year I was shot. 
Man, it was like a wake-up call 



Easy Money = Juvenile 

What's serious to me is making money and being out of these 
Juvenile halls. I got to get out and never come back, 'cause I 
keep comin' back, and every time I come back it gets worse. 

I need to stay out of here and get a paying job so I can get 
stuff I need in my future. 

-A-Pon B2 

From The Beat: You're right, every time you come back 
you get deeper and deeper into the system and more 
and more attached to whatever you're doing that gets 
you caught up. What kind of job would you like to get? 
What do you need to do or not do in order to stay out 
of the Hall? 



It's Serious 

My life is serious as well as my mom and 
dad's life, because I care about them and 
my family. I love them and my two babies, 
and my brothers that are nine and seven. I 
love them with all my heart. 

-Dub B4 

From The Beat: How will show that 
you take your life seriously once you 
get out of here? What will you change 
about your life so that you don't have 
to miss your family, but instead can 
stay with them? 



I need to stay out of here and get a 
paying job so I can get stuff 
I need in my future. 



.Being f^e& 



My freedom is very serious because the staff controls our freedom. For example, the staff tells us when we go 
to use the bathroom, to take a shower, and tells us when we go to bathe. 

Because when you were outside, you would go to the bathroom whenever you wanted and take a shower, 
etc., because if we don't do what the staff tell us to do, we will get room time or go back to your room. 

-Mei B2 

From The Beat: Do you think knowing how it feels to give up all control to someone you don't know 
will keep you from coming back? How would you explain the way the Hall works to someone who 
has never been there before? 



Nor 



Being locked up is serious 
But when I was a kid I was curious 
I wanted to know how it felt 
When I got what I asked for I was in a nightmare 
But as I grew up I started not to care 
I got used to the feeling 
Just laying down lookin' up at the ceilin' 
Kept coming back and forth 
Now that I think of it 
It ain't that serious 

-Kase LCRS 

From The Beat: How is not having your freedom 
not that serious? We can only think of a few 
things that are more serious. You could be 
doing anything if you were out right now, good 
or not, but instead you are doing things that if 
you weren't at The Ranch you probably wouldn't 
even think about doing. 




Weekly Writings 
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No Joke 



It's serious out there. It ain't no joke. I'm up here in 
The Ranch stressing. I want to get out, get a job, be 
around some of the homies some time, but not all 
the time. 

But my ninjas, stay up, do your thang, forget 
everybody else. Ninja, fo' real 'cause they got 
somewhere for us, and it's YA. Be cool, try hard, and 
use your mind. 

My family is serious. I know some of y'all family 
serious too. So stop playing, giving these white 
people something to say. Love y'all. 

-Cheez LCRS 

From The Beat: What are you going to do to 
make sure nobody can tell you anything once 
you get out? How are you going to avoid all the 
violence that is going on in the City right now? 
How are you going to be cool? Will you be able 
to say no to the homies you hang with? 



I'm Serious 

I'm serious about my life 

I'm really so serious 
I'm serious about school. 

I'm really so serious 
I'm serious when it comes 
to the people I love 
I'm really so serious 
Yeah, to the boy I wrote, 
you know who you are, 
and I'm really so serious about it. 
Are you ever so serious about what you do 
Man, if you are really serious, 
than let a person know 

-Carmela GU 

From The Beat: We're happy to hear 
you're so serious about your life and 
your education. What are you doing 
to make these things a priority, and 
what are you doing that gets in the 
way of these? 



My Life Is Serious 

What I take serious is my life. My life is what 
I take serious because it's what I make out 
of this. My future is where I'll be in ten or 
fifteen years. 

Too, I take my case serious because 
I'm fighting a case that I didn't commit. I'm 
trippin' about this because I don't want to 
go down for some shhh I didn't do. That 
what I take serious. 

-Juicy Loo B5 
From The Beat: By now we know that 
you beat the harshest charges against 
you, and we're happy about that. We 
hope you take this like a cold shower 
— a wakeup call to change direction. 



See You When You Get There 

What's serious to me is getting through probation. Being 
on probation is really getting on mah last nerve. I can't 
wait to get off. 

So lemme tell ya what I'm goin' do to get through 
this. First of all, if it was really that serious I'm gon 
finish ma program. Second, I'm gon show them I ain't 
got no drug problem, feel me? And third, I'm gon stay 
out of trouble. 

Off top, I'm gon make it. I'm gon be doing it big 
when I get off probation, and that's real. 

Before I go I just wanna let ma ninja Jazze up at 
the halls know one time that Im'a be waitin' for her to 
be up and out Colorado so we can do our thang together. 
She know where I'm comin' from. Much love Jaz, and 
remember, keep ya' head up, girl 'cause I know you can 
do it. 

-Tin YTEC 

From The Beat: Do you really think it is a wise idea 
to keep it gangsta while you are on probation, and 
in a drug program? What if she doesn't wanna 
keep it gangsta with you, what then? Of course, if 
you keep it gangsta for long, then she won't have 
to worry about doing anything with you, 'cause 
you'll be locked up. 



The judges 
sometimes don't take 
into consideration 
people's future. 



Serious 

My life is serious and I don't play no games 
with it at all. 

-Jay-R B4 

From The Beat: You must be playin' 
something, or you wouldn't be here, 
right? 



Incarceration Is Serious 



Incarceration is serious because the judges and the POs all have a say in your life. There's nothing you can 
do. You just have to sit back and wait till they decide what they're going to do. 

The judges sometimes don't take into consideration people's future. No one is perfect. Everyone 
makes mistakes. We're all human. 

When they send us to places like the Y, I don't think places like that help. If anything, you come back 
worse. That's why incarceration is serious because if you send a person to the wrong place, it could mess 
them up later in life. 

-Sheik B5 

From The Beat: Yes, everyone makes mistakes. But how many second chances should the system 
give? Have you been in the Hall before? How many times? What should the system do with 
people who keep doing the same illegal activities again and again? 



It's Serious 



Incarceration is a very serious thing to me. Why do I say 
that? Because when we're in here, we're like little puppets 
listening to anything and everything the system tells us 
to do. 

The other reason it's serious is because I'm already 
18, and the next step for me is county, not the Hall. Once 
you're 18, everybody knows if you commit a big crime it's 
no more camp or CYA. You go to the pen. 

That's why I think it's serious to me. 

-Sergio B5 

From The Beat: Now that you're at the age where the 
consequences for your acts get truly serious, what 
changes do you plan to make in the way you live 
your life on the streets? 



All I know is 
that what I feel 
inside is that I 
want to change. I 
am sick 
and tired 
of this shhh. 



'It's Serious" 



Serious Stuff 



Shhh you see and do is serious. People die every day on 
the streets, trying to eat another day. Life is serious, but 
it is life. 

-Newt Capone, B4 

From The Beat: There sure isn't very much here to 
comment on. 



B-Ray 



Well, I think that life is serious because you only get three 
strikes. To me, my future is very serious because now 
they tryna throw you all kind of deals and stuff. 

Being locked up is serious. Do people ever think 
about if one day the judge gone be like you are a real 
menace to society, and you are gone be locked up fo* a 
while? 

But what I really think is serious is my family. 

You have to stay focused on what you're doing. If 
not, people will not take you serious because you are 
always joking around. I don't want people to think I'm a 
joke. 

What's really serious is getting ya education in 
school and have a cool UT job so you can support your 
habits if you have any, and so you can buy your own 
clothes. 

-Zoomungus B5 

From The Beat: Having a job supports habits like 
eating and paying the rent, which are good habits 
to develop. How are you going about getting your 
education? When you think about how serious your 
family is to you, does it make you want to change 
anything about the way you have been living your 
life on the outs? How? 



What I find serious is trust and loyalty. Trust is one of the 
most important things to me. The reason why I say that 
is because I would never want to get played by someone 
I know. 

If I was in a life-threatening situation and someone I 
thought I could trust did not have my back to the fullest, I 
would disown them or possibly try to get back at them if I 
made it out the situation alive. 

-Thibo B2 

From The Beat: That's real. It can really hurt when 
people we think have our back are just being fake 
in front of us. Why do you think people front? At 
the same time, if you don't put yourself in situations 
where your life could be threatened, you wouldn't 
have to deal with people not having your back. 



OcriOU5, (Dcxcxiio! 
Damn, Man, everything that I think about for almost most 
of the time, 

Is serious to me. My freedom is serious to me. 
Having to do time is to me, too. Everything that I am going 
to say or do when I am here, I will take it serious. 

I am almost 18 years old. People say that don't 
mean shhh,. but to me it means a lot. On the real, I don't 
really know what to say. All I know is that what I feel 
inside is that I want to change. I am sick and tired of this 
shhh. I want to go back to my wine, back with my brother, 
and back to my mother. Even though she turned me in, I 
still love her. 

I hella miss my girl. She be tripping 'cause all I do 
is get locked up. I feel her, but Man, this shhh might drive 
me insane. I can't stand four walls closing up on me, 
Man. 

But y'all know that for me, being happy is very 
serious to me. 

-Slick B4 

From The Beat: We feel your loneliness and pain in 
every word. But we have to wonder, if you miss your 
girl as much as you do, if you miss your family as 
much as you do, if you feel like going insane when 
you're locked up, why do you give the system the 
power to do this to you? We're not saying it's easy 
to avoid doing whatever it is that brought you here, 
but we are saying that its obviously not easy being 
here, either. So either way, you have difficult choices 
to make. We hope you make the right ones. 
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"It's Serious" 



SeP\ oua Buai/ieaa 

I think the system is very serious because it's like 
they have our lives in their hands. And if you do 
something, they'll put you in jail for any little thing. 

I am really scared to come back because I 
be having my mother hella sad and stressed out. 
And that hurts me a lot seeing her to come see me 
everyday and seeing my little brothers missing me. 
My sister miss me. 

I just can't wait until I get out so I could really 
show them that I could make it no matter what. 

-Marilyn 

From The Beat: Good for you, you can make it! 
The only way to show people, is to do it. The 
system is serious. Recognizing that is the first 
step. Don't let the system push you. Use it, 
pimp it, create a better future for yourself, and 
most of all make your mother and little 
brothers proud of you. 



THE SYSTEM 

I take "The System" very serious because I 
never been in jail before and I don't know 
how "The System" works. This is my first 
time in jail and when I first got here I didn't 
know what to do and when I got to intake I 
had to change my clothes. 

-Ebony 

From The Beat: When you go to intake, 
you not only had to change your 
clothes, but change your lifestyle. It's 
a different reality in the Hall. Its like 
a time out from your life. If you are 
moving too fast, you need to learn to 
slow down. What will you learn from 
your time in the Hall? 



My Serious Condition 

It's serious. I should get released this 
weekend. Yet I get tested everyday by staff 
and kids. I have a lot waiting for me on the 
outs: my girl and family. 

It seems like most kids got parents who 
don't care. I got parents who do. I don't have 
a dad, but I got a mom and a grandma there 
for me. But I still mess up! 

Since I've been here, I've realized that life 
didn't give up on me — I gave up on life! Most 
of these kids can't read, write, or do math. I 
am capable of all these things. Yet I mess up 
and can't do right! 

What I'm trying to say is: Whatever is wrong 
with me, it's serious. 

-Gilbert 

From The Beat: We call what you're 
suffering from "hood disease" — and 
yes, its serious. It can be fatal. But 
no matter how much your mom, your 
grandma and your girlfriend love you, 
you won't recover 'til you're ready to 
do it for yourself; all right? Don't wait 
'til its too late to get serious about 
changing your life. 



Not Playing 

Serious — what does it mean? It means 
that it's something that you are not playing 
about. Or it's when two people are serious 
about being together. 

Serious is a word that people 
nowadays don't take too serious! They take 
it as if it don't mean anything. But I guess 
serious is when you want to be a man 
— but a lot of men today are not serious. 

To those men who are serious, keep 
on being a man about it! And to those who 
are only players, quit playing and be a man 
about it. 

-Charly 

From The Beat: Continue to play the 
game in the street, and a player will 
never come to be man. 
Get serious about your 
responsibilities and 
your life plan, and you 
already are a man! 



I m Seh oua 

my life is serious 
my money is serious 
the game is serious 
my homies are serious 
and i ain't no joke 
so i'm serious 

-Soklok 

From The Beat: If you're 
still chasing money and 
fame in the game, you're 
not serious — but the 
consequences will be. 



The things that are serious to me are my family and life. 
My family is serious to me because I love my family and 
they show me a lot of love. I have a few friends I love and 
that's just like family, because they show me love and 
respect my mind just like my family members do. 

My life is important to me because I only have 
one to live and I want to live it to the fullest. I want to 
graduate from high school first of all. Then, I want to 
attend a all black college and I want to major in beauty 
school so that I can get my own shop. And do it "live". I 
want everything I didn't have or get when I was younger. 

I think Ms. Wadud, Ms. Westbrook, Ms. C, and Ms. 
Merchant are very supportive staff. The take their time 
with each individual to help us out. They give is good 
advice and Ms. Westbrook, I love her for treating us the 
way you do to make us not want to come back. And Ms. 
Wadud you go dumb and you stay hella-stubby. 

Love ya, 

-Mesha 

From The Beat: It's good to think of the most 
serious things in your life when you are locked up. 
It helps us think of what we need to do to go home 
to the things we think are serious in our lives. It's 
also good to have staff in the Hall who really does 
care for you. Consider yourself lucky. Keep writing, 
you have the gift. 



I think being in jail is serious because you cannot do what 
you want to do when you want to do something. So I think 
that is the serious thing to me being told to do something 
on somebody's own time. So I think that's the serious thing 
that comes to my mind at all times of everyday that I live 
my life. 

-Lil' Jimmy 

From The Beat: This is serious stuff. How can you take 
your freedom and life more seriously? Have you been 
locked up before? We wish you the best. 



No Joke 

I just found out today in the paper that 500,000 kids were 
forced to sex slavery in Cambodia. 

-Larry 

From The Beat: That's crazy, huh? Not just Cambodia 
either. Do you think prostitution is a form of sex 
slavery? 



To-Be-Sehcwa 

What's serious to me is to be serious, 'cause 
I don't like messing around. So I like to be 
serious with everyone. 

I don't talk smack 'cause I don't like 
fools talking smack to me — it's on if they 
do! I mean I'll take it serious, and that's what 
serious means to me. 

Well, I don't got anything more to say 
about that. Stay up. 

-Giggles 

From The Beat: We appreciate that you 
don't talk smack. But you don't need to 
get back at every single fool who bumps 
his gums at you — or you'll pay a fools 
price and feed yourself to a prison system 
that's nothing nice. Serious — means you 
recognize consequences, and don't bite 
on foolish (non-serious) offenses. 



The Hall's Serious 

What's serious to me is what I can't do inside the Hall. 
What I'd rather do is be on the outs wit' my family and 
friends, and also be in my room wit' my bra-bra watching 
TV in my room. 

Also, what's serious to me is being in the Hall on my 
little brother's birthday for the second time and I know he 
wanted me to be there to celebrate his b-day wit' him, but 
I can't because I'm in the Hall over a petty act of violating 
my probation and now I'm in for 6 months. 

-Twin 

From The Beat: Yeah, you're missing out on hella 
stuff out there, but it doesn't always have to be like 
that. What kind of changes do you need to make 
on the outs? How can you make it so that you can 
be there on important days in your bro's life? You 
wanna be there for your fam — be there! 



It's Serious 



It's serious, 

It's serious when somebody wants to take your life 
away for nothing. 
It's serious, 

When you're a little girl living as a grown-ass 
woman. 
It's serious, 

When you really don't want to be with that person 
but he or she is pressuring you to be with them. It's 
serious, it's serious, it's serious! 
It's serious, 

When you don't have nobody's shoulder to cry on. 
It's serious, 

When somebody's threatening your life and you 
have nobody to call on. 
It's serious, it's serious, oh yes it's serious. 

-Christal 

From The Beat: Life can be serious sometimes. When 
life gets this way, we need to step up and handle 
our business. We need to take our lives seriously. 
If there is a problem in our life, we need to step 
up and fix it. Whether that means changing our 
lifestyle, moving on, or even moving away. You 
decide how to handle your situation. The first step 
is to take things "seriously". 



Dy\ng Ia«Sehoua 

Something that is serious to me, is when someone in the 
hood or on the block gets killed. 

The one getting killed might be a friend that you knew 
for a long time, and they're from your hood, too. So that 
makes it all badder. 

The thing that is going on in Iraq is bad, because people 
dying there everyday — and people are dying on the block, 
just like in Iraq! 

-Lil' V 

From The Beat: Its so easy to see if we spent even 
a fraction of the money we spend in Iraq, to make 
life better on the block — better schools, better jobs 
— for people in the hood, things could get seriously 
good! 



Cqnp la Sehoua To A\e 

Camp is serious to me, because the judge 
said that if I do good, I will do four months 
in Camp, but if I do bad — I get nine 
months in Camp! 

I've been to jail three times. The first 
time I did four months. The second time I 
did two months. This third time, I did three 
weeks before I came to Camp. 

-Joseph 

From The Beat: You need to have two 
goals: do well at Camp so you can get 
out early; and, change what you do at 
home, so you can stay out, where you 
belong! 



My Relationship 

I take my relationship with my girlfriend serious. 
We have a very serious relationship goin' on and 
our love is deep with each other. I can't imagine 
not being with her, we got this on lock. I know 
she'll always be there for me no matter what the 
situation is. 

We already been thru a lot with each other and 
we stood strong thru it all. I respect 
her and she respects me. I love her and 
she loves me. That's all that matters 
in my life and she's the most serious 
person in my life. 

-Lil' Ray 

From The Beat: You and your girl 
seem to be hella cool together. 
What on earth made you jeopardize 
your relationship? When you get 
out, how can you make up for lost 
time? 
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Take Freedom Seriously 

What's serious to me, is my freedom. I take my freedom 
seriously because I hate being told what to do and I 
hate having to do what I'm told, especially in jail. 

The other reason I hate having my freedom taken 
away, is because the time I'm in here — I know I 
could be out there doing something constructive; for 
example, going to school and getting my grades, or 
doing homework. 

-Shawn 

From The Beat: If you don't want to listen to 
anyone else, then listen to yourself; and do those 
constructive things you need to do, both in and 
out of school. You'll get another chance soon. 



Freedom Is Serious 

what's serious to me 
is freedom because 
if you are free 
you got a chance 
to do whatever you want 
but i'm always doing 
something that can 
get me locked up 

-Torre 

From The Beat: So you're not really free when 
you're free, or you wouldn't do what brings you 
to be where you don't want to be. Truly to be free, 
also means accepting responsibility. 



"It's Serious" 



What's serious is how I got into an argument with 
two girls and they got mad and called the police 
and lied and said that I stole one of their purses. 
When neither one of them had a purse, but that 
didn't mater to the cops, neither did my side of the 
story matter. 

That's very serious to me, because I've 
been locked up for a month now for a crime I 
didn't commit and I'm about to beat the case, but 
what about the month out of my life I served for 
nothing? Now that's so serious. 

When I get out I'm going home to my 
girlfriend and staying there for a minute. 

-Lil* Joe 

From The Beat: Why do you think those girls 
lied? And why do you think the police didn't 
listen to your side of the story? What is the 
hardest part about knowing that you are 
doing time for no reason? 



Incarceration Is Serious 

what's up beat 
what i think is 

serious is 
incarceration 
that comes 
with everything 
because when you're 
in the street 
or banging 
your gang 
you are takin' 

chances 
of being killed 

or of killing 
or going to jail 
[rip snoopy) 

-Droopy 

From The Beat: There are serious consequences 
for banging your gang or grinding in the 
street; but day by day you put your mind 
to sleep till suddenly your fears — become 
reality. Don't wait, quit taking risks before it's 
too late! RIP Snoopy. 



Staff 



What I think makes a good staff is when they act cool and they let us 
make phone calls and talk to us and not just lock us up. And the other 
thing is when they get power happy. 

-Lil' Malo 

From The Beat: Why do you think some counselors power trip? If 
you were a counselor, how would you treat the kids in Juvenile 
Hall? 



"What Makes A Good Counselor" 



A-A) Ondle^zrqndi\nQ Gou/iaelor* 

What makes a good counselor is someone who totally understands 
what you're going through in life. A counselor is a person who you 
should be comfortable to talk about whatever it is that bothers you. 
A true counselor won't judge, when she/he knows your down and out, 
and been betrayed all your life. 

I trusted a counselor once and she gave me her back. So I believe 
that a counselor shouldn't be talking behind your back, because 
I know some counselors listen and open their mouths to put you 
down. 

I haven't had a true counselor who understands what I'm going 
through because they haven't been in my shoes. So they don't need to 
look at me, and think I l m 50-1-50 because they don't know what I'm 
going through. 

-Maria 

From The Beat: You've laid out here a pretty good description of 
what a good counselor is, or should be. We know a lot of great 
counselors in the Hall. Do you open up to people? Sometimes, all 
it takes is for us to open up with sincerity and honesty, in order 
to help others to do the same. 



Cool Staff/Bad Staff 

What makes a good counselor is a counselor who ain't lazy and sits 
on his ass all day. 
A good counselor is a staff that gives advice to minors, who ain't 
always yelling and fussing at us, 
A staff who doesn't take out his problems on minors and who does 
not have to show off every time a female comes in the unit. 
Who ain't scared to bring rated movies in the unit sometimes. 
Who don't trip off BBQ's on the weekends sometimes. 
Staff who has patience and ain't always trying to set us up or give us 

write ups for petty stuff 
and who jokes around and don't take it serious and want to get mad, 
because we cap back on them. 
Staff who don't take they job so serious and get power happy and 
always talking about what they going to do to us, but knowing if we 
was on the outs it would be a different story. 

-Lil' Lc 

From The Beat: If, if, if... but you are not on the outs. Why do 
you think some counselors power trip? If you were a counselor, 
how would you act towards the kids? Do you think that a 
counselor should be a friend or a role model — or both? 



Mrs. Wadud 



I think Mrs. Wadud is the definition of a good counselor. She encourages us to do our 
program, graduate from placements. She has been there for me when I felt alone. 

Besides that, she structures us in a positive way and acknowledges us as young 
ladies. Some staff don't understand us. They consider us as bad people, but in reality we all 
make mistakes. 

Well, Mrs. Wadud, I hope your reading this... 

-Bt 

From The Beat: What else can be said about Mrs. Wadud? What are some of the 
things that you've learned from her? Is there any advice that she gave to you 
that sticks out in your mind, that you will follow, that helps you, in your life, in 
particular? 



Counselor Mom 

My mom would make a good 
counselor, because she always 
talks about good stuff, school 
and grades, and more stuff, 
like working and having a wife 
and kids. 

She wants me to be somebody 
in my life! I mean, she talks too 
much, but it's okay. That's why 
I love my mom. And I'd love for 
her to be my counselor! I'm 
out, boy! 

-Sim 

From The Beat: It sounds 
like your mom already is a 
great counselor in your life, 
even if she isn't a counselor 
in juvenile hall. Now if you'd 
listen, and get off the spot, 
you wouldn't be here in the 
system with the time you 
got. 



A good counselor is someone who gives you good 
advice. Someone who takes time to listen to you 
instead of just putting you in your room without a 
reason. A good counselor is a person who works harder 
than what they are gettin' paid. 

Now a bad counselor is a person that holds a 
grudge against you for something you did when you 
first came to max. Bad counselors will try and do 
anything to set you up. That's like a dirty cop. 

-B'Z Bo 

From The Beat: We like the way you switched the 
whole thing up but I have a question for you. 
What makes you hold grudges? Maybe thinking 
about that can help you understand why others 
do that to you. Some cops and counselors do dirty, 
how have you done dirt in your life? One love. 



Props to Oates 

There is no good counselor except for OG Oates in 
max. 

-Soklok 

From The Beat: Oates deserves praise! 



fit Gooc) GouA)2elo^ ^e)pZ 



What makes a good counselor? I think a counselor is good when he/she knows how to 
respect and knows how to talk to a minor. 

It also helps to have a good personality and be funny sometimes. A good counselor is 
someone who likes to be around people and who likes working with kids. And he helps them, 
too. 

-Mark 

From The Beat: Now is this recipe pure theory, or have you met counselors with 
these attributes? Good description either way. 
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Weekly Writings 




"What Makes A Good Counselor" 



I think all the counselors are good, but there's just 
three that really make Juicy Loo feel good. 

First, I can say Baldwin because even though he 
can be hard sometimes, he can really help me when I 
need something. 

Second, I can say the homie T, because when my 
head was all twisted with my personal girl problems 
he calmed me down. 

Third, but not least, my ninja Upaul (however 
you spell his name), because he is the one that helps 
me out in my problems. When I need someone to talk 
to, when I'm stressed out about something, he's there 
to help me out. 

I give thanks to all them! 

-Juicy Loo B5 

From The Beat: We seldom see the kind of 
gratitude you express here for certain staff, and 
we know they appreciate it as much as we do. 
Why do you think these staff go that extra mile? 
Is there one quality more than any other that 
makes a person a good counselor? 



S one Ate 5hcjcly 

It be some shady counselors at YGC. I 
don't be feeling some of these square 
police officers. They be dippin' us on 
our shhh like these new counselors. 
They are trained and stuff, but we be 
fighting to see if the new people is going 
to call a condition. 

-Money Earning Mount Vernon B 1 
From The Beat: Why even test the 
counselors like that? Aren't you 
just setting yourself up by creating 
enemies? Why can't you leave well 
enough alone. 



Gooc| Acivioe 

Three counselors care about me: 
Mr.Woodward, Mr.Crow, and Mr.Save. They 
gave me good advice about how to live. 

-Ken B4 

From The Beat: This is a nice tribute to 
three counselors, but what is it about 
them that makes them good? What 
advice did they give you? 



A Good Counselor Wants To 
Make A Difference 

Someone that's understanding and really wants to make a 
difference. Caring, being lenient on some things, for example, 
talking to the kids and being a role model. You can learn a lot 
from anybody, whether it's a hoe, dope fiend or whomever. 

Getting wisdom is not getting information from people 
with intelligence but from someone with experience. 

-Young Kea GU 

From The Beat: We like your idea about wisdom coming 
from experience, but we believe it can come from both 
intelligence and experience. What kind of wisdom do 
you have? 



Just Do Your Job 



A counselor is supposed to do his/her 
job, let us out when they have to, when 
somebody needs to go to the bathroom. 
Sometimes counselors just do whatever 
they feel like doing, and we gotta wait when 
they have to let us out for rec. They might be 
too lazy to open the doors, so they just relax, 
and forget about us. 

Counselors also have to give 
room time for mistakes and not too many 
warnings. They could give a lot of warnings 
for the same mistake to the same person. 
This way juveniles never learn what they do wrong and 
will keep breaking the rules all the time which might get 
others in trouble. 

-Howard Bl 

From The Beat: Good plan. Do you 
think there could be another reason 
why they don't let you out to use 
the bathroom? Have you ever told 
any of the counselors that you think 
they are too soft? What else do you 



Counselors, Good 
And Bad 



Man, counselor are jerks, but some are coo'. Some make me want to get on 
they line and take off. They got the key but no power over me, my ninja. 

-Newt Capone B4 

From The Beat: Let's see. They tell you when to get up, when to hit 
the head, when to shower, what to wear, what to eat, when to rest, 
when to play, when "talk is dead," when to lock up — but they have no 
power over you? We would hate to see what it would look like if they 
did have power over you... 



Good Counselor 

Man, it's a big counselor on my unit that I have the deepest 
respect and love for. Since I been here 16 months, he been 
lookin' out for me, buyin' me things, and just helpin' me get 
through my time. I feel that. 

His name is T, and I look at him somewhat as my big 
brother 'cause he always give me good advice all the time. So 
I just got to respect that as a person 'cause seriously we can 
relate to each other. 

I can sit here and go on and on all day but I'm tryna write 
another piece for a shady counselor. Just try to be a better 
staff. Besides that I'm out. 

-Cudabeez B5 

From The Beat: Why do you think that some people 
become good counselors, and others don't? What makes 
a person want to be a counselor to begin with? Do you 
ever see yourself In the role of counselor, or mentor for 
youngsters who might look up to you? 



Give A\e Whqr I toq/ir 



What will make a good counselor is for them to give us our 3:30-4:30 recreation. 
That will be a better counselor to me. I think they are doing their job just fine 
except for when they don't give us what we want. 

-Xavier Bl 

From The Beat: What do you want that you can't get? Why do they take 
your rec time? Of course, the definition of jail is that you aren't getting 
what you want — freedom! 



Getting wisdom is not getting 
information from people with 
intelligence but from someone 
with experience. 



"Weekly Writings" 



\VSen 1 r> 

Man, I can't wait until I get out 'cause I want to be on my money hypes. I'm a 
natural-born go getta. It's in my bloodline, if you know what I mean. 

I can't understand how somebody can get out and bring their asses right 
back. That shhh just outright makes me mad at the individual 'cause how stupid 
can you be that make you want to come back? To some, I guess it is the three 
meals and a bed. If it's that, then take yo' ass to a shelter 'cause that's where it's 
all at. 

No bs. It's better than puttin' yo' self in the system back and forth. It does 
not make sense at all to be all that on probation. 

Just really I want to get out and be with my daughter, take care of her, guard 
her with my life, keep her away from people that somewhat act the way I used to 
act. I can't wait 'til I touch down It gon so be easy. 

-Cudabeez B5 

From The Beat: Well, we're not sure how easy it's going to be, but you are 
showing that consequences matter — especially when you have a child I 
that needs you. Besides needing three squares and a bed, what other 
reasons can you think of that bring young people back here again and 
again? What can you suggest to break that cycle? 



Just really I want to get out and 
be with my daughter, take care 
of her, guard her with my life 



I n Gonna Take, Off 

I been in and out of juvenile for like six years, and ya know what, I will keep comin' 
in here and places like this 'til I die or my attitude changes. 

I don't care about nothing. I don't care what happens to me. I don't care where I 
go. I'm gonna do what I want, no matter what. If I don't like the group home, I'm gon 
run, If I don't like you, I'ma tell you. If I really don't like you, I'ma take off on you. 
That's me, and I'm not going to change for nobody. 

-Slim Cutta B4 

From The Beat: If this is a declaration of principle — "I won't change, and I 
don't care what the consequences are" — then there's not much we can say to 
make you think about things from different angles. All we can point out is 
that if you don't change, neither will the systems response, which is to strip 
you of your freedom and your dignity, and to treat you like a slave. If that 
is the choice you are committed to, then so be it. 



XZa AIL CDy Ylamles 

What's up y'all, this me, Tay. I know y'all like, we ain't seen you in here. That's 
because I'm on my way. As soon as my case is over, I'll be back to C-unit or D-unit 
like always. Also, what's up Pee-Bo or should I say Pastor J-Wizzle. I read The Beat 
and seen you up in there. So what you did, "We'll chop it up." 

The young kitchen worker, shhh, I'm over here in San Francisco jail, and it's 
cool, lightweight, because of the three-hour rec. But I got a bad case, a dope and gun 
case. Shhh, a ninja was slippin' trying to get it out here. 

Anyways Beat, I hope you put my shout out to 150 in there for next week's 
Beat. I'm hoping I'll see it here or over there, but I know I will still be incarcerated. 
And one last thing, all my 150-crew homies, good luck and I hope y'all make top 
citizen list, and counselors, here comes Donte. 

-Lil' Tay B2 

From The Beat: You sound pretty comfortable with the time you are facing. 
Does it bother you at all that you are losing your freedom? What's the 
difference between the two Halls? 




Weekly Writings 
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Be A Leader 

This one encounter I had was with my mom's 
boyfriend. He is a really wise man. 

He tells me how to survive in the streets, and 
how to be a leader. Like, he would tell me to always 
be smart and slick, and always watch what I am 
doing, and to always be a leader to my family, my lil' 
sister, and to some of my friends who cannot do for 
themselves. 

Also he told me that only I can do what's right 
for me, and not others can help me, and one day 
there will only be you, and no one else to help you. 
So I should start knowing how to be a leader, and not 
a follower. So that's what he told me to do in the 
future. 

-Mikey YTEC 

From The Beat: Sounds like a good man. Where 
do you draw the line between looking out for 
others and looking out for yourself? When do 
you make sure you are doing what 
you need to, and stop worrying about 
other people? Were you being a leader 
when you did whatever brought you 
here, or were you following? 



Not Listening 

When I was out, everybody used to tell 
me to stay out of trouble, but I just did 
not listen. I tried to do the right thing, 
but I did dumb shhh. I really didn't 
have that much to say because I am not 
the kind of person that tell people my 
business, but man. 

-Unknown B2 
From The Beat: We're sure you are 
still getting the messages to stay 
out of trouble, so are you gonna 
listen this time? What will keep you 
from doing dumb shhh? 



"Strange Encounters" 



Real Shhh 

Yes, I had a few encounters with people. It's 
been times when I just be walking down the 
street and a dope fiend would tell me some 
real shhh. Like, "Stay in school," shhh, like 
that. "Don't sell drugs," but out here, that's 
the only way you can make money to buy you 
shhh you want. 

-Patrick B2 

From The Beat: Only way to make money, 
huh? Why can't you get a job and work 
like other people struggling to get by? 
Have you tried applying for jobs? 



Back Watchers 



I come in with strange encounters with my enemies because 
ninjas always talking shhh. But when it comes down to it, 
they be scared as hell. 

Some of us have to watch our back more than others 
because we might come to a strange encounter with the 
enemy. 

-Young Keezy B 1 

From The Beat: Why even bite on all that shhh talking? 
Why let yourself get dragged in by someone who 
doesn't know anything about you? It doesn't sound 
like too much fun to have to watch your back. Is there 
any way you can live where you wouldn't have to 
watch your back? As for your desire to get even (we 
deleted that piece for obvious reasons), that is a never- 
ending cycle of kill and be killed, and we know of no 
other animal that engages in this kind of cycle-insanity 
that kills its own kind. 



Ni 



Coo CT)ticV> 



Man, a ninja tell too much. Like if he was a thug like he 
say he is, I would not be in here right now fighting this 
707. Ninja go back to the school and told the school that 
I did something to him. 

Now my mom told me that my big bra got took down 
'cause somebody told on him. Like he was telling me that 
he's going to be there when I get out of here because I 
have to move out of Sunnydale for a min. 

- J-Stub B2 

From The Beat: How about moving out for longer 
than just a minute? With everything that's going 
on, all the killings and such, why would you want to 
be in your neighborhood? We understand that that 
may be where your folks are, but if kickin' it with 
your folks can get you slapped up or shot up, then 
we don't see how it is worth it. 



School DqyZ 



I have an encounter every time the first day of 
school comes around. 

-Sheldin Bl 

From The Beat: What kind of encounter do 
you have? Good, bad, ugly, what? What 
kind of encounter happened last year on 
the first day of class? 



He went from 
the top to the 
bottom of 
the game. 



Hey lil' bra, let me get $10 to get down the highway. Just 
to let you know, the person I'm writing 'bout was a drug 
lord that got caught up at the wrong end of the game, one 
of the big homies in my book. I believe it now. 

What they say is don't get high off your own supply. 
I call him Hollywood because he gots a different story 
every day to get some chump change. 

But he gave me an example, and spit game to me. 
He always say, "Lil' Bra, get out when you can. Don't be 
greedy, unless you want to end up like me." 

I look back, and he had everything a balla could 
have back in those days. He went from the top to the 
bottom of the game. It's a shame he got both ends of the 
drug game. 

I know game in and out, the bad the good. I just 
think twice about it now, but it's gonna be a part of my 
life now. And a good part, too. 

-Jd B5 

From The Beat: We like how this piece begins, as 
a caution to those who think they will always win 
"the game." But at the end, we began to worry. 
What does it mean to think twice about something 
you've already decided is "gonna be part of my life... 
"? We hope you do more than think twice about it. 
We hope you read your own piece, think on your big 
homie who gave you such good advice, but failed 
to take it himself, and paid the consequences. You 
only need to slip once for it to be forever. 



Somcrimes 1 LtsCer> 
People who told me things that was good to do, sometimes I do what they said, and 
sometimes I don't. But when you don't do the right way, that's when you get messed up. 

Sometimes that's the way you get in jail, doing the wrong thing, but you take that 
way to go, so you see what the wrong way gets you into. Wrong is always bad, so stay on 
the right side, all good peoples. 

-Mason B2 

From The Beat: So if you know wrong is bad, and right is good, what are you 
going to do so you don't make those bad choices? Why do you think you don't 
listen sometimes? 



I've 1")cvd A. Lor O-p Sn~cvr>cjc &ncour»Cers 

I think that I have had a lot of strange encounters. I have learned a lot 
about people in here. Yeah, I have had conversations with dope fiends 
and prostitutes, but I have never really liked to listen to them because 
truly it doesn't affect my life. 

I don't like seeing other people suffer and go through a lot of 
the stuff they be going through. But I think those are the people who 
should be respected the most. 

-Estrella GU 

From The Beat: We know you've been through a lot of suffering 
yourself, Estrella. What are some of the things you've learned 
from it? 



A strange encounter I had one time was when I did mushrooms. That shhh 
was hella deep. 

It's hard to describe what I was feeling right den, but I will try. After 
coppin' the 'shrooms, I went to tha store and got some juice. Then me and 
my patnas ate the 'shrooms. With that nasty dry taste of theirs, they taste like 
some plants. 

The 'shrooms took about 40 minutes to kick in, then I started feeling 
the change in my body. I felt hella light-headed, and it had a calming effect on 
my body. I felt like stuff wasn't real. Then I started analyzing shhh much like 
a passage opened bringing out hella stuff from the past. I saw a butterfly fly by 
with trails of color coming off it. 

Everything seemed different. Then I saw a thick breezy and it was a wrap. 
The point of this piece is 'shrooms can be helpful. 

-M. Reezy B5 

From The Beat: We'd probably give this a standout or co-pow if the 
subject were different. We love the small details of your trip that bring 
it alive. We have a couple of questions, however. First, have you ever 
eaten mushrooms and not had such a pleasant trip? And second, were 
any of the helpful effects you describe long-lasting? 
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My Life 



My life is crazy in all types of ways, and sometimes I 
feel bad for some of the things that I say. Sometimes 
it's like, "Screw this, I don't care." I hate everything, 
and it's a shame for me to feel like this. 

I don't know what's going on and my life feels 
like shhh. I got a baby and it's crazy in all types of 
ways. I hope I feel better one of these days. 

-Going Through It B2 
From The Beat: It sounds like you have too much 
going on. What do you need to do to get your 
life in order? What do you want for yourself and 
your baby? 



I don't care about doing time. It just when you 
don't know when you getting' out that have a ninja 
stressin'. But when you know when you getting 
out, it be easy because you know when that shhh 
over, and get on with your life. 

That's the scariest part about YGC because 
half the time you don't know when you gon get 
out. 

-Lir Dakota B4 

From The Beat: We can only imagine the 
stress of not knowing your own future. On 
the same hand, we wonder if you've thought 
enough about your future so that you have a 
plan or a picture of where you want to be in 
a year, in five years? Do you think you have 
any control over that future, or will things 
just happen to you over which you have no 
control? 



Free 

I can't wait to get free. I been locked up for like 
two and a half months. I know that's nothing 
because ninjas in here doing hard time. But being 
locked up for one day is too long. 

When I get free, that's gone be the day you 
will see me back to myself, ready to hit the block 
an' see my fam, then go sit down because I don't 
want to end back in jail. It's 850 after this. 

-Lir Dakota B4 

From The Beat: If you hit the block when 
you get released, what's to keep you from 
doing the things that got you here? Are you 
prepared to say "No" to your homies who will 
certainly want you to join in their games, 
even when those games lead back to jail? 
You know what you have to avoid to keep 
from coming back, but do you know what 
you have to do? What's your plan, other than 
sitting down? 



Mad As Hell 

Man, I am mad as hell, because a ninja had 
to be here for his B-Day, but I really can't 
be mad at nobody but me because I put me 
in here. It's not like they came in and said, 
"Come on, you going to YGC." No, I did some 
shhh. Now I am paying for it big time. It's not 
like I have little shhh, I'm 'a fighter, a 707 
right now, so stay up. 

- J-Stub B2 

From The Beat: It's good that you are 
not trying to place the blame on anyone 
else, and understand you are the reason 
you are there. Now, how are you going 
to make sure you never get yourself 
back in The Halls again? 



Oooh.' 



Oooh, no! 
Oooh, 18 months 
Oooh, no pretty girls too see 
Oooh, my family 
Oooh, I miss them 
Oooh, but the place I'm going is good for me 
Oooh, no more homies 
Oooh, me by myself doing my own thing 
Oooh, no more love making 
Oooh, no more wifey 
Oooh, when I get out, got to start new 
Oooh, you can't trust no girl 
Oooh, rock solid fo' life 
Oooh, Ms.Wal-greens take care of yourself and 
remember who girl you is 
Oooh, I'm finish and I'm out this piece 
Oooh! Oooh! Oooh! Oooh! 
Oooh, yes! 
Oooh, no more Hi C 
Oooh, I'm go let you know that yo' fam ain't seen 
no light since the night they got bucked 
Oooh, I'm out fo' real 

-Wal-greens B4 

From The Beat: Oooh, if you miss all these 
things so much, what are you planning to do 
differently when you get out of here, so that 
you don't have to miss your girl, you can stay 
with her? 



We Need Our 
Nec^eq-ri on T^e 

They should not let us miss our gym or rec. If 
we do miss it, we should at least get to come 
out to exercise. They should come quicker 
when we want a head call. 

-Sheldin Bl 

From The Beat: When you miss your rec 
time, what is the reason? If something 
jumps off, we can understand why rec 
would be canceled. But if there's no 
reason, then we agree with you. 



Be yourzelf 



It's a lot of people who try to be something they are not, 
in other words fronting, phony, fake. I feel if you just 
be yourself and don't put on a character — just do you 
— life would be a little more easy, fun, real. 

Just be yourself 100%. Don't act for no one. 

-Yogi Yog B5 

From The Beat: Are there every circumstances 
where you find yourself fronting? Are you always 
yourself, or do you find there are times when you 
act one way, and times when you act another? 
What makes us change our ways depending on 
who we're with? 



Love 

This goes out to the one I love. 

You need to get out and do what you have to do and 
open your eyes and stop doing what you do, because you 
going to learn a lesson when you get caught up. 

- Jamika GU 

From The Beat: We hope he learns soon. What 
about you? What have you learned in the Hall? 



Being Grimy 



Yeah, I'm a grimy person. Yeah, I said it, I'm grimy and don't care about nothing. That's what makes me 
being me. 

No one knows why people are grimy. But me, I'm gon tell you why, 'cause the life we live. You can't 
expect to live in a po' 'hood wit' grimy people and expect life righteous. In order to live around grimy people 
you have to be grimy in order to survive. 

RIP to all the fallen stars Nitty, Jk, Black Pat, IAV D, and Hit. One love. 

-Fatz B5 

From The Beat: The problem we have with your analysis is that it takes all responsibility for 
choice away. It makes it seem that things happen to you, but that you have no will or choice 
in the matter. Do you know anyone in your po' village who isn't grimy? Do you know anyone 
living around those "grimy people" who doesn't bang or slang, who goes to school, who stays 
with his or her family, who prepares for college, who works a legit job? How do you account for 
those people? 



Family 



I wanna tell y'all about my family, They are very caring 
and supportive for me in everything, especially about this 
problem I have right now that's hanging over me, 

So I just try to stay positive, and be me. So Beat, 
pray for me, and my family, Stay down. 

-Young Lance B4 

From The Beat: We hope you can draw the strength 
you need from your family's support to get yourself 
out of the situation you're in, and keep you out of 
places like this. So many young people do not have 
the advantage of a caring family, so make the most 
out of it. 



I Wanna Be Free 

I was just looking at a calendar today, and I have twelve 
weeks left at Log Cabin Ranch. I have been down since 
June 12, 2002, and went from program to program. I ended 
up at LCR six months ago. 

I really don't know what I'ma do except zone off 
these yellow thizzles, down some Hennessey Privilege, 
and blow big purple to the face. 

-Jr B4 

From The Beat: How much did the yellow thizzle, the 
Hennessey, or the big purple have to do with your 
coming here in the first place? It worries us that you 
are focusing on those activities, and it worries us 
even more that you don't know what you're going to 
do. We think that without a plan, other than one to 
thizzle, you are destined to repeat this experience 
— or worse. With so little time left to do, it's past 
time that you think about a plan to stay out of here, 
a plan that begins with step one. 



Ir zln My Bloodline 

This is what we do: 
Look, we stunt like it ain't no tomorrow. 
Look, we rock clothes, sell quarter ounces an' keys 
With my doors open sittin' on dees 
With the beat poundin', I'm steady puttin' up Gs 
But now I smoke straight weed 
I don't know why 
But check game 
It's in my bloodline. 

-Young Cecil B4 

From The Beat: Is it also in your bloodline to spend 
significant periods of your life as a slave? By proudly 
proclaiming your commitment to the life you lead, 
you all but seal your fate as a long-term guest of the 
county or state. We think you have more to offer 
than that, but it's your life, so it's your choice. 



Would I Put A Friend's Word 
Over Evidence 

Today in 3rd period English class, we were asked to write 
a 200-word discussion on it. Would we put our friend's 
word over evidence? 

I think this affects all of us because we could have a 
friend that say he got jumped by some guys, but he really 
just got his ass whipped. But by him tellin' his ninjas 
that he got jumped, he gets some form of retaliation. 

I know that this topic is a good topic because many 
people put common sense under the table when it comes 
to friendship. Let's say you walkin' and ya patna sees a 
ninja muggin'. Off top, ya patna say, "That's one of them 
ninjas!" You like, "Ninja he cool." 

But ya ninja say, "Man, whatever. I'm gone still 
check that ninja fa muggin'." But within this whole 
situation, all ya patna has been up to is try and find a 
reason ta get a dude that "looked at y'all funny." 

I'm tha type of person that rolls with my peoples, 
whether they right or wrong, but I'll also try to end 
the problem my people got a situation wit' before tha 
situation become a problem. Because when it becomes a 
problem all that shhh end. And ya could bet on that. 

-Anonymous B5 

From The Beat: We're sorry you forgot to put your 
name on this piece, because it spits some real good 
advice. How can you distinguish between what's 
real and what's fake so that you don't do something 
stupid? Have you ever experienced what you've 
written about, where a friend tells you something 
that you act on, only to find out later that what 
your friend said isn't what happened? 




Weekly Writings 



San Francisco County 
Volume 9.19 
Page 43 



WV>er> 1 CJer Ovxr 
When I get out, I'm finsta proceed to doin' what I 
do best and get my money, whether it's illegal or 
legal. I'm gon be hustlin' and lookin' fo' a job. 

Just in case nobody want to hire a felon, 
it's always another way of gettin' money. Even 
though it could put me back in here, I'm willing 
to take my chances. 

I was always told dat scary man can't get 
paid. Plus, I need money as fast as possible to 
save my chips and get an undercover spot so I 
could just get away from it all and lay low. But 
while I'm in here, my chips on the outs will 
remain a secret to where it's at. 

-Anonymous B5 
From The Beat: Even though we think 
we know who wrote this piece, will 
respect the writers wish to remain 
anonymous. We can understand that 
wish since he announces here that he 
plans to continue the same activity 
that led him here to begin with. 
We find it hard to understand how 
you can plan to go back to posting 
on the block in order to stack your 
chips so that you can get off the 
block. Seems crazy to us. We hope 
you have seriously considered all 
those chances you're willing to take, 
because among them are long-term 
stretches in conditions you have 
not yet experienced. We hope you 
never do. 



Nowadays, people don't want to see kings 



Leaving Soon 

Well, I am happy as hell 'cause I am 
leaving on Thursday, finally, 'cause 
I have been locked up for a long-ass 
time. 

So I am going to Colorado to get 
my time over with. 

Screw what everyone else is 
going through, it's all about me and 
doing what I got to do, you feel me. I'm 
'a holla aty'all later, peace. 

-Kristian GU 
From The Beat: Yes, we feel you. 
Handle yours, Kristian. 



up there on that throne over all them. So 
people try to put the great people, like 
kings of their surrounding, down. That's 
one hard thing to do because it's no way 
to get the way of thinking out of the 
young kings' heads. 

So it's going to keep going. These 
real kings is going to keep the shhh alive. 
This country can lock them, kill them, 
even try to make them think that they are 
nobody, but they will always be there no 
matter what we go through. 

Right now it's a civil war going on 
among the young kings of every city right now. It's too many of them so 
close to each other in land. It's not enough space for the kings of our 
time to rule over the lands they live in. So the civil war is going to keep 
going on until the young kings of our land come together in this time 
frame. 

The coming together is going to take a long time because right now 
it's not as easy as trying to trade gold for ivory, or goods for paper money 
— steel that can stop arms, and cars that cost more than a small house 
in small town. That what this young men are going to war to get. 

The young kings of our time are the young black men of America 
today. They're young leaders. Every side has a general that is the main 
person of the war. It's going on in every city. It needs to stop, but it 
won't. 

-Leek B5 

From The Beat: We see the same war you describe, but we still 
cannot understand kings who own none of the land they are 
fighting over. And we can't understand why their war is between 
themselves rather than against those who do own the land the 
"kings" are fighting for. In short, we would you call young black 
men who kill young black men kings? It seems to us that real 
kings lead their people toward a better life; they don't hate on 
their people, they support them. Despite the generals and the 
kings, we see far too much death, destruction and enslavement 
by those who control the laws, the money, and the power. 



Me, Myself, And I 

Like Beyonce said, I feel that cause can't depend 
on a ninja. But from a ninja perspective, all some 
of us do is depend on females. But me personally, 
I don't depend on nobody 'cause it's me, myself, 
and I. 

I'm not the one to put all my trust and faith 
into a relationship 'cause it always seems as 
though when a ninja is out and is bustin' power moves, 
it's always a female. But when you locked up, when you 
down and out, about 85% of time the female is goin' to 
leave you all dusted. 

For me it's nothing 'cause unlike some, I don't 
need a female to survive out here 'cause comin' straight 
out of the 'hood got to have survival skills to live a right 
life. 

Can't put yo' all into a female, just like a female 
should never put her all into a ninja. 

But I'm gon. I'll get back to the box by my damn 
self, so be easy! Never trust. 

-Cudabeez B5 

From The Beat: Oh, Cudabeez, we see things here 
we don't think even you agree with. You may not 
need a female in here, but we'd bet money that 
when you get out of here, you'll go straight to a 
female! True, no one should put all their eggs in 
one basket, but that doesn't mean that you should 
avoid human relationships. When you advice, 
"Never trust," that's the advice you're giving — and 
we don't know anyone who can make it in this 
world truly alone. 



Streets 

Pah, pah, it's all I heard on the streets 

I was a young one tryna go to sleep 
All I heard was footsteps of the police 
Time passed, I was smart enough to roam the streets 
Toy cap guns, paint 'em black, look real on the streets 
Throwing rocks though windows and getting chased form the police 
Start off small, then move on to bigger, badder things 
it seem so quick 
I was pushin' big, went from zips to kicks in a couple of tics 
One day ended up in jail without shhh! 
Is it worth it, or is it a lesson to be learned 
Or get back out there and work it 
Choice?!! 

-Jd B5 

From The Beat: We think your final word — choice? — with its 
question mark makes a very important point. We think that 
choices are very limited in the environment you describe. But 
"limited" not the same thing as non-existent. There may be no 
easy choice to make, but there are at least different choices to 
make. We hope you make those different choices when you are 
again able to make choices on your own. 



Ufeln^Po' Ho 04 

Where I'm from, it's really a po' 'hood. You would have to know 
where it is in order to really know what I'm talkin' about. 
Police consider it as another territory labeled by a gang. But 
those who live there don't see it as gang infested. 

It's 'cause the media and da 5-0s consider people who 
stand in the front of their homes gang bangers. Dat's what I 
don't get 'bout living in a po' village. 

People look at us different. Rich people probably roll 
through da set and say, "Damn! I feel sorry for the people that 
live here!" But don't feel sorry. Shhh! I'm happy that I was 
raised in a po' 'hood 'cause if I was to make big in life wit' the 
money, then one day it all just went away. 

Living in the po' 'hood taught me more than one way to 
get paid. 

-Fatz B5 

From The Beat: If you had been raised in a rich village, 
do you think you would also be glad of that? What do 
you think you learned by growing up in poverty that 
middle class young people miss? What do you think 
middle class young people learned growing up in 
money? 



No Jo/re 



To the homies in the Halls, Man, it is not no 
joke out here 'cause it is a lot of killin' out 
here on the streets. I am glad that all the 
homies is in there 'cause you can be dead 
out here, feel me. I could, too, but I be in the 
cuts with the homies. 

Right now all the homies are fighting 
over nothing, but some shhh is serious. But 
that is all homies. 

I'm about to do my thing and get off 
probation, feel me. I wish all the homies 
can get off probation. I am about to go with 
that so I am going to miss the homies that is 
gone. 

But to those in Juvenile right now, keep yo' heads up and don't let these ninjas get 

you. 

-Young Monte YTEC 

From The Beat: Interesting perspective to have, being glad the homies are locked 
up for their safety. What kind of things do you think need to be put in place so that 
people can avoid the violence that is going on? How are you going to avoid it? 



Why be in jail? 
Why be in your room? 
Why do what you do? 
Why don't do the time? 
Why don't you stay out? 
Why don't that be on your mind? 
Why don't you learn your lesson? 
Why don't stay out? 
And why don't you be on time? 

- Jamika GU 

From The Beat: Good questions. Who 
are you asking them to? 



Mindset Of A Man Incarcerated 

Me, I don't need a woman while I am in here. I need a faithful friend more than anything. That's all any man in prison 
needs is a devoted friend. 

Don't get me wrong. Every man locked up wants a woman by his side for his own selfish reasons, but he needs a 
friend more. 

Now think about it. What does he need a woman for? He can't have sex with her. He can't parade her around town 
on his arm. He can't lay beside her every night in bed. 

So on the real, a man incarcerated doesn't need the headache if she laid up with someone else. I know I don't. I 
don't want to start stressing on why she didn't accept a call, or why she didn't write back, or even me calling to holler 
at one of my homeboys and he drops some news on me that he seen her with the next ninja. 

All I need is a friend to talk to, to listen, to laugh with, to joke with, and to keep my spirits up. 

-D-Boy B5 

From The Beat: There is wisdom in this piece — and proof that you don't need to copy other people's work to 
write for The Beat! We're not sure we would follow your advice, because having someone to love can keep 
you warm when the world seems cold. At the same time, you lay out the possible stress points that such 
relationships can produce. It's a choice, and we respect yours. 



Why Me? 



Why me, C 
Why did I have to get in that fight 
Why me 

Why did I go about it the wrong way 
Why me 
You know why me 
'Cause people always pushin' my buttons 
You know why I did go about it wrong 
'Cause I didn't care. 
That's why me 

-Charmela GU 
From The Beat: It sounds like you know 
what brought you to the Hall, but we're 
wondering if you can control yourself 
in the future instead of letting people 
"push your buttons." What will it take? 
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It's a lot of people here that talk a lot of shhh, but 
don't do shhh but talk, feel me? I'm working on getting 
our of here, but it's people pulling me down, and I'm 
pulling myself down by biting what they say. 

I'm about to get put on SMP so I won't get in that 
much trouble. I try but it don't do shhh, so I say forget 
it. I know I ain't going home, so I gave up on myself. 

-James Bl 

From the Beat: One day you will be at home. You 
can't give up on yourself. Once you stop making 
the effort, other people will give up the effort 
to help you. What made you realize you needed 
to put yourself on a different program from 
everyone else? 



I don't really feel like writing anything right now, but 
I'm just gonna try to because I'm tryna get a 
Beat to read in my little-ass room. 

Well, let me just update you on my case. 
I don't know when I'm supposed to be leaving 
anymore. I was supposed to leave by the 14th of 
May, but now I ain't 'cause as my PO says, "My 
packet ain't sent yet." 

I don't know, I'm 'a call it a day 'cause my 
hand is hurting. Come back! 

-Jazze GU 

From The Beat: We're sorry you feel like 
you're just sitting around waiting and 
waiting. We think you said in the last 
workshop that you were leaving this 
upcoming week. We hope that's right. We 
wish you all the best. 



)cxv*ie CDesscvcjc 

Just want to say whoever is locked up, 



keep 



your head up and you'll be out of there in no 
time. Do the time, don't let the time do you. 
This is Phu Quy writing peace out. 

-Phu Quy YTEC 
From The Beat: How does someone not 
let time do them? Could you give some 
advice to those that are having trouble 
doing their time? 



I Cqn r Wqir 

I can't wait until I get out of juvenile because 
I miss being with my family. I've been gone 
for two months. 

My mom always come to visit me, and 
she always tell me my little sister always 
ask for me, but when she tell me that I feel 
real bad because I supposed to be a role 
model for my sister and show her the right 
way, so she won't follow my foot steps. 

-Young Lloyd Bl 
From The Beat: Think hard. Young 
Lloyd. Here's the thing — you ARE a role 
model for your little sister, and what 
you are doing is what she will model. 
In other words, it's not just when you're 
doing good that you're a role model, 
its every minute of every day. Think 
about the role you are playing for her 
to model. 



Pain And Being Lonely 



I'm going through a lot of pain 
And I'm also very lonely 
Reminiscin' about the good times we had 
And I miss the way you say that you love me 
It's been 50 days since the last time I saw you 
But since I ran, it's my fault, 
And now I'm screwed 
I'm being sent far away 
And I can't wait until we reunite 
'Cause I love you and it was worth the fight 
I'm tired of these females 
But at the same time I'm not trippin' 
'Cause we will be blessed and prevail 
Day and night I think of you 
And as these days pass so slow 
The more I'm missing you 
I gotta go away for awhile to do my time 
And I'll have to face this pain 
And I'm 'a also be lonely 
But when I get back 
All I want you to do is hold me 
(Dedicated to my first and true love) 

-Lil* Asia GU 

From The Beat: Why do you think you ran 
when you knew what the consequences would 
be? What will you need to do to complete this 
program so you can get out of the system? 



To be me is so hard. It's so hard because life is 
hard. My life is so hard because I don't know my 
place in life. It is up to God. 

In seven years I want to be a veterinarian. I 
want to do this because I love animals. I want to 
live on the farm with animals. I would have goats, 
sheep, and pigs, cows, and horses, just to keep 
around as company. 

-Leo Bl 

From the Beat: Would you have your farm 
open to the public so people could come and 
see your animals, like a petting zoo? How 
are you going to go about getting to be a 
veterinarian? Do you have pets at home? 
What? 



Turning Yourself In • • • 

The fun running days came to an end 
I was in an emotional place I ain't never been 
Not turning myself in for me, but for a friend 
Not out of generosity, but because they're felons 
Yep, two strikers or three 
For a month and a half they took care of me 
My cousins Shorty, Cat Daddy, Jazzy, and Anthony 
Big shout out to my sis', Slim Diggity 
Chillin' in motels 
From hotel to hotel 
Playing X-Box 
Stolen cars and smokin' chrys rocks 
Up 24/7 

I was in a 15-year-old thug heaven 
My moms locked up and 
My daddy's whooped 
My granny's got Alzheimer's 
Life is always hard 
You play your dealt cards 
That's what you get for smokin' shards 
Me and all my cousins are hooked 
But we all got love for each other 
They all met me at Twin Peak's gas station 

To shed a tear as they watched the 
Baby of the family turn herself in to YGC 
I did it for them and not for me 
But I guess in the end 
They were the ones doing something for me again 
Thank you God for blessing me with such wonderful 
friends 

Who gave me the courage to turn myself in 
Thank you to all the OG's in my life 

-Baby Foila GU 

From The Beat: What a sad piece, Brittany. We 
understand that these folks feel like good friends, 
especially since your mom and dad can't be there for 
you, but do you ever wonder about how good it is for 
you all to be encouraging each other to be smoking 
crystal? Its great that they helped you turn yourself 
in, but do you think you could all find more positive 
things to do together besides getting high? You're 
only fifteen, so your body is able to deal with drugs 
better than someone who's older, but believe us, they 
are taking a toll. We know you've quit before, and 
that you're getting ready to go to a rehab again, so 
put your heart into it. You owe it to yourself. 



Been Gone 



Ir z N orbing 

It's nothing because the system can't keep me forever. I'm 
not here for murder. I'll be home someday, and it's nothing! 
I'm gone hold it down. It don't matter. 

-Young Lloyd Bl 

From The Beat: You're right, they can't hold you 
forever, but they can hold you longer and longer each 
time you come back. What are you gonna hold down 
when you get out? 



I been in here for a week only and fits to get 
out. I'm getting tired of coming back in and out 
somebody else's cell, Not seeing the ninjas and being 
away from society. 

When I get out I'm gonna chill with my homies 
but make my own decisions. 

-Twon Bl 

From The Beat: What are you going to do to make 
sure you stay out this time? Do you think your 
homies could be part of the reason you are in 
The Halls? How are you going to make your own 
decisions if your homies get all worked up about 
something? How will you be able to say, "No"? 



I Gotta Do This 

I gotta do this program 
I gotta do this schoolwork 
I gotta do this for my son 
I gotta do this for myself to stay out of here 
I gotta do this to get out of the system 
I gotta do this for my family and friends 
I gotta do this for all the people that's depending on me to change 
I gotta do this to get my life back 
I gotta do this for my dad in heaven watching over me 
I gotta do this for the big homies watching over me 
I just gotta do this, man 

-Deshay GU 

From The Beat: Good motivational piece, Deshay. Do you try 
to keep this in mind when you get sick of being in the Hall 
and doing what you're told? We believe you can do all this for 
yourself. What kind of life do you imagine building for yourself 
once you're system-free? 



I gotta do 
this to get 
my life back 



The way I feel about it, if a ninjarun up on me, I am going to do what I got to do for the jets. If you 
don't put in work where I'm from, you don't get no respect. So that's why I do what I gotta do. 

I figure if I put a ninja on his back that they will respect me. That's why I am known 
for laying ninjas on their back and busting my gun. 

But for the most of it, if you respect me, I respect you. Let me ask all you cats 
something, would you take a bullet for your set? One love. 

-Lil' Marcus Bl 

From The Beat: The problem with earning your respect by doing dirt is that you are 
earning disrespect at the same time. Would you rather have the respect of your family 
and people in the world that actually do something with themselves, or just from those 
who fill the Halls, the jails, and the prisons by doing things the easy way? Would you 
take a bullet for your set? If you do, you'll soon be forgotten, even by your set. 
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I'm At Camp 



This Young Gato, chillin' right here at Camp. I 
finally made it up here. Now I'm just chillin' with 
the homies. 

To my lil' homie Chucky still up in the Hall, 
stay up and pimp your program whatever it turns 
out to be. And to the homie Payaso, don't worry, 
you're going to be up here soon; so just be coo' 
and don't get into no shhh! I'll be up here waiting, 
homie. 

And to the homies on the outs, I'll be out on a 
home pass this Saturday. So to all in the Hall, don't 
let no one disrespect you. Keep your pride. I'm out 
for now. Alrato. 

-Young Gato 

From The Beat: If you carry pride in your heart, 
no one can disrespect you. But if you walk 
around ready to stress or stir up some mess, 
every time someone tries to test you — you're 
confusing the pride of a wise man with that 
of a foo'! 



Memories And 
Stressing 

Man, I'm in here stressing! I finally got to 
Camp, after waiting one month. I've been away 
from home for ten months! 

I miss my folks, straight up! But I'm 
'bout to pimp this place. I can't wait to get out 
and live one time! It's my time to shine! 

To all my folks and to Day Day, just be 
cool. Be cool until you get out. 

-Brucie-bo 

From The Beat: Half right and half wrong! 
'Cause if you can't stay cool when you get 
home, you'll soon be bach in a locked 
room. If you really want to shine, do 
nothing that brings you more time! 



Court Date 

By the time this hits print, I'll already have gone to 
court on the twenty-seventh of May, but as I write 
this — it's a week from Thursday. 

Most likely I will get released! But at this 
point, I don't know — because I got four dirty drug 
tests and three "behavior modification" write-up's. 

I hope I get released, but if I don't — I will just 
do whatever additional time they give me. 

-Lil' June 

From The Beat: For sure, you need to put 
together some time with no dirties and no 
write-up's. If you haven't yet, they'll give you 
some more time to do it. 



op or 

my spot is low key 
that's why no one knows 
that me and my patnas 
stay on our toes 
sometimes my spot 
can be hot 
they will have the whole park 
surrounded by cops 
my spot stay cracking 

all day and night 
and there is sometimes 
when we gotta fight 
we stay hustling 
and getting that money 
and when we go on functions 
we go straight dummy 
these are the things we like to do 
always go dumb and acting a foo' 

-Lil' June 

From The Beat: Like a mouse 
staring at cheese in a trap: "stay 
strong" won't last long before 
snap! You need a better way to 
make money, or the end won't be 
funny. To party with your crew, 
could be coo'. But do business with 
them, too — and your freedoms 
over soon. Better yet get clean and 
sober and your troubles will be 
over, Lil' June! 



days pass by so fast 
that i thought i was in a nightmare 

that made me want to go crazy 
think of the week when it goes by 
it feels like it's monday but it's like thursday 
now i'm happy though 
when days pass by so fast 
'cause now i can go home every week 

-Lil' Thai 

From The Beat: Do your weekends pass by 
fast, too? Do you think your nightmare is 
almost through? 



To The Homie 

What's up? This the homie Green Eyes from them 
Hayward Streets. I just wanted to dedicate this to the 
homie Twin. 

As I sit in my cell, I think about how we used to 
be. On the spot sippin' on 32oz, smokin', and shhh, 
doing dirt, and puttin' in work. Running from group 
homes together and shhh!! Then goin' to Camp, but 
remember before Camp when we was on the run, side 
by side most of the time. Then we was at Camp and 
you ran on your home pass when I told you, "Na homie 
just pimp it, it's hecka easy bro," but you was drunk 
and was like I ain't goin' back to Camp. Came back the 
next weekend to see what's up with you and seen if 
you wanted to drink a beer and we was posted 'cause I 
wanted to make sure a homie was all right, "which was 
you." 

Then some shhh popped off and I got caught 
up all in the mix! What's up with that homie? See I 
could have been with some females in Newark with the 
homies at a hotel party, but I said, no I'ma see what 
up with the homie and make sure he's coo'! Now look 
what happened bro! Just a little something for you to 
think about homie! 

To all the homies locked down everywhere in 
CYA, Camp, pen, and all the other lockdown places 
stay up. I am out! 

-Green Eyes 

From The Beat: Nice tribute to your homie. Does it 
scare you that all of your homies are locked down? 
Do you see yourselves striving for something 
better? How can you protect yourselves from a 
future filled with incarceration? Do you want 
something better? Why or why not? 



Hey, You! 

What's up, 
your pieces, 



Tishay! I read 
and they were so 
meaningful to me. And thank you 
for your shout-out; it made me feel ecstatic, 
real happy! 

No more trippin' for us, because our 
words together are so powerful that we can 
move things together. So, to you, Tishay, this 
is not the end. And maybe, in time, you'll 
remember me, if you think "Elmhurst, sixth 
and seventh grade." But, yeah, yell atcha boy! 

-Lil' Jepeabo 

From The Beat: How long have you been 
reading Tishay in The Beat? Have you 
witnessed her transformation? Her hard- 
earned hope and her determination to 
overcome confusion and endure pain, 
in order to claim a new and better life 
after all the rain! Like you, she's steady 
growing, too — and sharing the news. 



God, help me to keep my mind straight 
But it seem some of these dudes wanna get scraped 
My brain stay blurry, mixed up like a McFlurry 
My nightmares end with ah doctor screaming, "20 cc's, stat, hurry!". 
So realistic these days becomin' ah statistic 
What is this a billion dollar business? 
And to keep it real the judge and the DA on some pimp shhh 
It ain't nothin', I'm destined to have somethin' 
Just got to stay away from suckas who be bluffin' 
I'd rather stay wit' tickets 
Than to play wit' four or five digits, 
Business trips and meetings every time I visit. 

-Dolla Deesa 

From The Beat: Nice rhymes! Yeah, jail is a business in many ways. 
Use this to motivate you to not get mixed up in it again. How can 
you keep your mind calm, disciplined and focused? We can see you 
in the future as man for the people and community or if you go 
back to the same old stuff, you will be another young man lost 
in the game. 



Role Model 

My father is my role model in life at 
this point. I want this to be in The Beat 
Within. 

Also I think you can have more 
than one role model. I think of a good 
counselor as my PO. He's a very good 
friend. I keep him in mind all the time 
and just as well as my father. 

-Dolla BiU 

From The Beat: What about your 
father's behavior is it that you 
admire? Do your father and your PO 
have the same qualities? 



Since day one behind these locked doors I 
been thinking about the streets, the good 
times and the best times. But when I think 
back on shhh if I could turn back, I would not 
change nothing but my fit and my clothes. 

But when I get out, I'm going to change 
my whole stomping grounds but until next 
time I'm gon' stay up. And peace out. 

-Lil' Joe 

From The Beat: Are you just gonna 
change your stomping grounds or the 
way you stomp? Do you see yourself 
getting away from the streets eventually 
or is that where you wanna be forever? 



£>eqrh of rhe Olc), Bir-rh of rhe Nevi/ 

What's up, Beat! As you know my code-name is Pastor J-Wizzle, but this is the 
end of the old and the beginning of the new. His words will be remembered, 
and he'll always be there for you. All you need to do, is pray. Goodbye. 

Now what do we have here? A new dude reppin' in The Beat. Wass wit' 
it! I go by the name of Lil' Jepeabo, and, yes, I am an alter ego for the Pastor, 
but I am the master; the last one; I am no other — so enter at your risk (but 
the bark is worse than the bite!). Yell atcha boy! 

-Lil' Jepeabo 

From The Beat: We've admired your writing under more than one claim 
to fame, but it's exciting to see you represent under your own real 
name. We hope it means the positive thoughts you've been expressing 
are becoming your own true life's blessing. 



i'm here at my camp thinking of you 
wondering if what you tell me is true 
you tell me everything i wanna hear 
but there is lots of things i have to fear 
sometimes i wonder what should i do 

but i can't see myself without you 
we been together for such a long time 
since the first time i saw you i thought you was fine 
i just hope everything goes right 
so we can be together day and night 
i wanted to let you know how i feel 
and i hope everything you tell me is for real 

-Lil* June 

From The Beat: If she offers you her heart, and 
you feel the same way, too — don't let doubts 
start to unsettle you. Stay true. 



TH*99ed Our Nin jq 

I'm so happy I was brought into this world and I'm glad I'm a 
thugged out ninja and not a girl. My father is the heart of this 
creation that's why I put so much dedication and continuation 
into the way I rap. 

All the while I sleep wit' my strap. Pops told me not to let 
a ninja do me, told me if I ever did, he would shoot me, gave me 
two guns and sent me round there shootin* then they started 
runnin'. A kid like me had them other ninjas runnin'. Shot out 
all the streetlights where I stay. 

-Dolla BiU 

From The Beat: Is this the life that you want to live 
forever? Do you think that shooting randomly and 
scaring people will eventually catch up to you? Do you 
want to make your future better than your past? Why 
or why not? 
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Weekly Writings 




I had a lot but I'll talk about the one with the prostitute and dope fiend. A prostitute 
is much smarter than a dope fiend. Actually, at my old house I had two friends that 
were prostitutes. They told me they been forced into it and then end' up liking the job 
— easy money and not working hard. They know about the diseases too. 

But the dope fiends when you give them money, they will still disrespect you by 
asking for more and being rude to you. Dope fiends always talk about God for some 
reason. 

(Sorry, I didn't feel like putting no effort on all these pieces.) 

-Larry 

From The Beat: It's all good. Some days you may feel like writing more and 
some days there is some kind of block. During those days, sometimes its 
good to write about what is bothering you or what's on your mind instead 
of writing on the topics. Did you know approximately 75% of prostitutes 
attempt to or commit suicide. Prostitution is harmful mentally, not just 
physically. 



Stop Hating 



I don't know why ninjas want to hate on my name 
I want the money, fo'get the fame 
When will these ninjas stop hating up on my name? 
Telling police that I be posted up in the rain 
I thought you was my ninja but you went against the grain 
But I ain't tripping 'cause I've been doing my thang 
And everybody that know Dirty-Dee know' that I'm just keeping it real 
And I get hated on every day by a different ninja, feel me! 
They don't want to see me on the top, they wanted to see me at the bottom 
Them ninjas is some suckas that's why I stay disrespecting 

-Lil* Dirty-De 

From The Beat: Thanks for putting down how you feel again, Lil' 
De. It must be frustrating having people hate on you and try to get 
you caught. But shouldn't you be more concerned about your current 
incarceration and getting your stuff together? If you take part in the 
disrespecting then you are just adding more to the drama. Don't you 
have enough already as it is? 



Group Home 

What's up Beat! Let me tell you what 
happened in court. My PO didn't wanna 
let me go to Camp. 

So I'm going to a group home for six to 
twelve months. But I ain't tripping; that's 
easy. I'm just gonna pimp my program. 
Stay up! 

-Lil' Creep 

From The Beat: If "pimp" your 
program means to do a good one, 
that's cool. But don't just fake it; use 
it as a tool — practice those skills 
that'll keep you free next time you 
see your home streets. 



■CeLL 



This' me, Gato, coming back at y'all. I want 
to tell you 'bout my last year's birthday. 

The homies hit me up and said, "What 
you want to do?" I said, "I ain't trippin', 
whatever!" 

One homie said he was going to pull a beer run. Then my 
other homie said he was going to pull a meat run. So we 
all went to the park where we hang. While the two homies 
went to Safeway to get the stuff, I was just at the park with 
my homies. 

They came back with hella food and drank. We had like 
five eighteen-packs of Tecate and four eighteen-packs of 
Corona. We started the barbecue pit and had some females 
come through. And then hella homies started showing up, 
and we were just getting hella drunk. 

We ended up running out of beer. Then the homies 
went back and pulled another beer run. So we just kept 
on drinking until the placa (police) came — and then 
everybody cut out running! 

I headed toward the tracks, and I seen some j-cat I had 
problems with. So we chunked 'em and I had him leaking. 
Then me and my homeboy 
cut out running because 
the cops came. So we ran 
to my house and laid low. 
Then later we got yipped 
(high). 

-Gato 

From The Beat: This 
story really ends with 
you here writing us 
from Juvenile Hall. 
Every time you run from 
the police and get away; 
it just sets you up to 
fall and locked away 
another day. Naturally 
you have fond memories 
of your birthday party, 
but it ended in drunken 
violence! Why do you 
think people don't want 
you in the park drunk 
like this? It doesn't 
matter that you won 
the fight, 'cause it still 
hurts you in the end! 
All right? 



m T Wife T 

I trust my wifey more then I trust my own ninjas 
She light skinned, thick and she all that 
And every time she come' around ninjas try to holla 
But she don't show them ninjas no play because 
She know that half of these ninjas suckas 
She know how I got down, she know that I will get you 
My wifey, my baby, and boo 
I say what ever she want' to be called 
It's all up to you as long as she stay by my side and 

always be true 
Then we ain't got no problems to worry about boo 

-Lil' Dirty-Dee 

From the Beat: That's cool you got a girl. It must 
be so difficult being locked away from her. You 
mentioned she got her stuff together. When will 
you get it together if not for yourself, for her? We 
hope you two bring each other up towards a good 
and successful life one day soon instead of down 
into a shady life of incarceration and solitude. 



That night 
I could've 

taken 
somebody's 
life and even 
my own. 



EM With a CYA Commitment 

What's cracking? It's the homeboy Lil' Juanito! Man, I've 
been here for almost three months now. I'm supposed 
to be released on EM for three months, with a CYA 
commitment if I fail. 

Well, as soon as I get out, I'm going to spend time with 
my girl; she is going to have my twins this October! 

-Lil' Juanito 

From The Beat: There's not much sadder than a 
unit of little gangsters, perched on the edge of the 
systems abyss. Take that EM program seriously, 
every single day; 'cause it only takes one bad day to 
be on your way to CYA! Okay? 



AefohelGo 



Before I leave today I wanna tell my family I love them. My 
brother, my cousins, my nieces, my nephews, my sister, 
my mom, my grandma, my aunties and my uncles. 

I'ma be gone fo' a while, but know I'm sorry for 
actin' all wild and stressin' all you out. Before I leave, I 
wanna say I love you to my girlfriend. I plan on bein' with 
you forever and I know you feel the same. I love you guys, 
I'll see y'all in a while, hopefully sometime soon. 

-Lil' Ray 

From The Beat: Goodbye is always such a hard word 
to say. The only comfort is hoping you'll see them 
another day. In the mean time, say "goodbye, but 
not forever." 



Z)o you hnovu Ale? 



Hey I'm Maria. I'm from Oakland. First of all I'm free to write what ever I want so 
I'm gone do it, because people who talk about me don't know me and now you 
goin' to know. 

I am sixteen. The first time I came here was at fourteen. I got a charge for a 
DUI. I didn't even have a license. The worst, I didn't know how to drive. 

That night I could've taken somebody's life and even my own. I'm lucky 
because I could have spent the rest of my life in here. I was scared to face God. 
But that wasn't my destiny. I got badder. I will run away from home, got into weed 
and drank, stop going to school. Then they put me on EM .The judge gave me hella 
chances to straighten up, but I failed. I've been on EM five times; the longest I was 
on it was four months. The fourth time I cut it with some scissors and I was out. I 
knew it was the last chance they were giving and I would be going to a group home. 
Three months I was on the run until finally the catch, thanks to a snitch. 

I sit here waiting for my interview, not realized, because I ain't gonna be 
free if you know what I mean. I sit here and think why do I hurt the one's who 
cared (family), but then again I want freedom because I think I could take care of 
myself. 

Well PO's move too slow. They need to hurry up with their work 'cause I'm 
ready to go to a group home. I miss my family but what's the point of pretending 
to be happy when my brother is facing fifteen years in prison. Until then I can't be 
happy. I just fake happiness, so what's the point of trying when the one I love cant 
be with you. 

I hate snitches but in two months or three weeks I'm gone go to my block 
where snitches ain't allowed. 

I miss my homegirl Jennifer. Well I'm gone. 

-Maria 

From The Beat: Maria, hating on snitches isn't going to help. What you 
need to do is spend your time thinking about what kind of changes you 
need to make in your life. You don't want to be here in the Hall, hurting 
the ones you love. Do you? How can you prevent this situation from 
happening again? 



To Keep You Down 

I once met this person at my homie's house, and he told 
me about haters. He said they come in all sizes, shapes 
and colors. 

They act like they're your folks. They tell you they want 
to help ya, but all they're trying to do is figure out 
your ways so they can hate on you. They only want 
to keep you down. 

He told me that every time you try to go big, they 
hate — just to keep you down! So watch your steps. 
He told me this because I was trying to go big on 
some dirt I was doing. 

-Crazy 

From The Beat: It's no rules to a game outside 
the law, so "hating" is a part of the game, is 
all — not only when you're bigger, but anytime 
someone wanna pull a trigger. So the one 
setting you up to fall — is you — if you continue 
doing the dirt you do. You can't stop hate. So 
make your pay a better way! Okay? 



Lil' Corn Still Waiting 

This Lil' Corn, and I'm still in this place. I'm getting 
hella mad. I'm on my way to Camp, but they have not 
picked me up yet. 

This is not a place I want to be, writing on these 
sheets of paper. And I want to play b-ball somewhere 
else, not on this Hall courts. 

-Lil' Corn 

From The Beat: Most people much prefer Camp, 
especially when they get that weekend pass. 
We come into Camp Tuesdays at four, just in 
case you want to write some more. 




Weekly Writings 



Alameda County 
Volume 9.19 
Page 47 



What's up? Man, it's me LiT Jason, once again in the 
Hall. Man, I'm tired of being in here! 

Once I get out, I'm going to stay out. I'm going to 
play football for Berkeley High School. Then I'm going 
to get a little job. Then I'm going to take care of my 
future wife, Sophia. I miss her a lot. 

When I get out, I'm going to be there by her side, 
because I know she will do the same for me. That's 
why she is my baby. I love her with all my heart, and I 
care about her a lot. 

So, baby, this is to you! I love you baby, and I will be 
out soon. Love, LiT Jason, that krunchy black ninja! 
RIP Miguel (I love you, man!). RIP Snoopy. 

-Lil' Jason 

From The Beat: You missed the dance show 
at Berkeley High, but at the end of the hip- 
hop number, they held up a banner in honor 
of Miguel. He had a lot of friends. With no 
disrespect intended, that square-thug plan 
always seems to have a sad ending. To stay alive 
out the Hall, quit your criminal activity 



5ccor»i 



d Courr "O 



This is Domo aka Lil' Snap. This week I go 
to court, and it is my second court date — 
and I don't know what to do. And there's too 
many feelings for me to speak on, because 
they all hurt! 

I'm in here for one thing I did — and 
two things I didn't do. And they are some big 
things! All I can say is, keep your head up, 
pray, and God knows what's in store. 

-Domo 

From The Beat: Sometimes the best 
thing you can do is focus on calming 
you, 'cause it's mainly waiting with 
nothing else to do. Try breathing 
slowly, a five-count in and a ten-count 
out; and count your breaths. After a 
while, it might drive those anxious 
thoughts away (for a few) and you'll 
feel less stressed, too. 



once and for all. 



Dismissed 

I'm leaving the Hall at around 6:00am. 
I'm scared because don't know who I 
really am. I can relate to a lot of different 
things, but what will my life really 
bring? I don't know because I'm being 
dismissed. 

-Brittany 

From The Beat: Brittany, it's natural 
to be scared. You are a smart girl; 
you just can't let your emotions get 
the best of you. You know the right 
thing to do. You know the right 
way to act. Use the knowledge you 
gained during your time-out period 
here at the Hall, to succeed on the 
outs. We know you can do it. We are 
proud of you. Keep in touch. 



Trying To Get 
Out Of Here 

My name is Cindy. I am stuck in this 
little place called Juvenile hall. I pray 
and cry every day to get the heck out 
of here, but I can't 'cause my life is 
messed up. 

All I can say is somebody please 
get me the heck out of here, 'cause this 
is not my place to be or hang out at. I'm 
supposed to be out there with this dude 
named Rell, who is my boyfriend. 

-Cindy 

From The Beat: Cindy, Its very 
stressful being in the Hall. But while 
in the Hall, you life is on time-out. 
What can you change about your 
life when you get out? Nobody likes 
to be in the Hall, but maybe this 
can give you the time you need to 
reflect on your life, and make better 
decisions. What do you think? 



(T)y Aolvtcc Co AXL die 1")ovrnes 

What's up? This big bad Gato once again. I just want to 
say to all to stay strong and stay solid. 

Don't let nothing get you down. Keep your head up and 
on your shoulders. Also keep your self-respect and don't 
let no one take your pride. 

And to the little ones, stay in school and get your 
education; because nowadays you can't get nothing 
without education. Listen, I ain't telling you to change 
your ways about being a gangster but just get educated. 

I know I'm gonna try to get my education, but please 
believe that I ain't going to stop bangin' — 'cause that's 
for life. Remember to keep trucha through the night, 
'cause there's a better day. Just keep on and push, pull 
and strive! 

So remember the things I say. This homeboy's out. RIP 
Speedy, Bandit, Hugo. Alrato. 

-Young Gato 

From The Beat: Thanks for the positive tips, 
especially to our younger readers - though it's true 
for everyone. 'Cause you're never too old to get an 
education and put yourself on track for success in 
life. As for your plan to get your education and still 
bang, they no longer offer a college degree in the 
penitentiary. 



My Thoughts 

Hey. Q-vo soy Osito saying que onda to The Beat. Me just 
waiting for a placement and do my tiempo because if not 
it's going to be CYA and I want to be with my jeflta. 

-Osito 

From The Beat: How can you make up for lost time 
with your jefita? How can you let her know she's 
more important to you than the things that bring 
you to the Hall? 



orr»oi~i-o\v 



fifed 



I'm getting tired of being in the Hall. This is only my third 
time here. I feel like I been messed over, because the first 
time I came was when I was 12 yrs old. Then when I was 16 
yrs old — the judge messed me over sent me to Camp right 
away for a case I didn't even do. The judge couldn't cut me 
any slack. 

I don't think that was right. He could've put me on 
ankle monitor. So I ran on they ass and now I' m right back 
in here. I'm feeling hecka stupid. I could've just did my 
program and I would've been out May 26th. Now I caught 
another case and I don't know what they gonna do with me. 

So whoever goes to Camp I advise you don't run. Just 
do you program. 

-Lil' Cold 

From The Beat: When you get sentenced, whether it's 
back to Camp or somewhere else, do you plan on doing 
your time and not running? When you are released, 
how do you plan on doing things differently in your 
life so that you don't come back? 



What up! This the homie Green Eyes! Just wanted to say 
what's up to the homies and let you know what's up! 

I am about to go to trial tomorrow to see what's up with 
my court date and see what they're gonna do with me. Right 
now to me it seems like the DA's hatin' on me. They want 
me to go to "YA" 'cause when I went to Camp, they told me 
if I come back one more time there gona send me to the "Y" 
'cause I had a "YA" commitment at Camp. So to the homies 
at Camp, "don't get put in a situation like 
me!" I am out! 

-Green Eyes, 150 Crew 
From The Beat: If you had the chance 
to turn back the hands of time, how 
would you have avoided this situation? 
When you get released, how can you 
make a better future for yourself? 



Missing my family is really starting to hit me, because I 
haven't seen my little brother or little sis' in two-and-a-half 
months — and it hurts. Also I haven't seen my wifey in so 
long, and we been together for two years strong. 

I can't wait to get home to be with them! I turn 
eighteen on the sixth of June, and I already turned sixteen 
in here — and it didn't feel good! So I pray and hope for the 
best. 

And I just wait for the day they open these doors and 
I leave! When I get out, I'm going to scream, "Fuhgit the 
Hall!" And it'll feel so good. 

-Domo 

From The Beat: No one ever knows what the future 
holds, but if you want to win God's favor — then 
start working on changing your behavior. It's an 
inside job that starts in your mind and your heart. 
Then if you get that "one last chance" — you'll be 
mentally prepared to take full advantage. You've got 
to change your life on the outs if you don't want this 
kind of strife to come about. 



NJow O-r Ncve-r 
I am going to a group home in LA. The man that came 
to interview me said that the program is eight to nine 
months long. 

Right now I am telling myself that I will finish the 
program, because my life is important to me. You only get 
one life to live; and to me, it's now or never! 

What I mean by that, is if you don't work hard to 
make something of yourself now — it will never happen. 
Because everyday that goes by in here, you can never get 
back; and it's one day closer to the day I have to go. That's 
why I say, it's now or never! 
Until next time, stay up. Much love and respect. 

-Lil' Leo 

From The Beat: You know what's up. But the real 
question for you is: Can you keep it up? Stay focused 
on your goals, through adversity and temptations to 
roll? Let your writing be a weekly test of whether 
you're mentally doing your best. The rest follows. 



Kr 



I just want to say that everybody thinks they know 
everything. But all they know is drugs, pimping, and other 
stuff. But some people think what they're doing, and 
realize what they're doing, and get their life straightened 
out. 

All I'm trying to say to everybody is, you guys like all 
the weed, crystal, crack, drink and stuff and also in gag's. 

And most of you guys have family dying and that 
makes it worse to do bad stuff. Many of you might not 
know what I'm trying to say, so I don't have any more time. 
So just listen to what people say. I got to go, love ya'll, 
peace. Stay up and keep strong. 

-Dream 

From The Beat: Dream, sometimes all people know, 
is what they know. Ya know? Well, the point is, no 
one will ever know everything. If you limit your 
knowledge to weed, crack and pimping. Then that's 
all you know. That's not really a good life. Maybe 
people should expand their minds to learning 
new things. What do you think? What makes you 
different? What do you know about, or want to 
learn? 



Wher-e Will I .Be In 10 Xeql^a? 

Hopefully I will have a wife, two kids a boy and a girl, a 
big house out of Alameda County, working as an architect 
for a union and basically being a real man and having the 
things a real man has by doing it the positive way. 

-Qb 

From The Beat: Those are some nice goals and they 
are very attainable if you put forth your hardest 
efforts. How can you get closer to your goals? 



Sometimes I ask myself a question, why do I like gangbanging? I been doing it since I was young and 
sometimes I feel that my homies is the only ones that I got 'cause when I was doing bad they where 
there for me. 

So to me, I don't look at them as a gang I look at them as a family. RIP Droopy and Chino 

-Lil' Malo 

From The Beat: Why do you think your view on gangs is different from the view of law 
enforcement officials? What about gang violence? Is that a part of being a family too? 



Alameda County 
Volume 9.19 
Page 48 



Weekly Writings 




Sometimes 

i copy the letters 
off of the sheet 

from the beat 
because learning 

to write better 
is serious to me 

-Alex 

From The Beat: This poem is 
serious and way cool, too! 



ptvr-pLe Bunntes 

shadow in my dreams 
and little purple bunnies 
all i see is watermelons 
and apples covered in honey 
i see chocolate-covered popcorn 
and little gummy worms 
i see big gummy bears 
with wicked perms 

-Diego 

From The Beat: "On the good 
ship Lollipop, its a sweet trip 
to a candy shop, where bon- 
bons play on a sunny beach at 
Peppermint Bay." 



Darkness Or Death 

As I tell myself: 
Close your eyes 
Take your last breath 
You see darkness before 
You see death 
Is it true? 
Or is it figment of my imagination 
Flash backs of all my memories 
Including all the sweet things people did for me 
Happy New Years to Merry Christmas 
But what is left? 
The question still stands 
Do I see darkness before I see death? 

-Young Dooby 

From The Beat: Do you see darkness before you see 
death? Maybe you get to choose. Do you think that 
people have this kind of power to influence their own 
experiences? The question is a good question, but maybe 
everyone has a different answer. What do you think? 



Purple Bunnies Again 

the purple bunnies are back again 
and they're goin' to put you through pain 
they're going to jump out at you 

with nothing to gain 
they're going to throw eyeballs 
and internal organs at you 
when the dry blood gets all over you 
you're going to smell like pooh 

-Diego 

From The Beat: Creative. The purple bunnies are 
fictions for our fears or our addictions. Bad habits, 
misdeeds, bad choices, we once thought were funny, 
come back at us like these purple bunnies. 



One A.r>d OoL 



r 



Here's what I think 
I think in a lifetime there's only one 
One and only for each of us 
And you're mine 
How do I know you're my one and only? 
First there's the way my heart runs up 
When I'm anywhere in your vicinity 
And there are those telltale 
Butterfly-flutters that show up 
When we've been apart 
And I'm about to see you 
And my concentration 
Let's just say it's a good thing 
Rocket science isn't my chosen field 
Oh sure you could chalk 
Some of this up to lust 
But we both know that's only part 
Of the chemistry between us 
What's between us is deep, soul deep 
And how I feel about you 
Well that's soul deep too 
What's between us 
Is that one and only 
Once in a lifetime kind of love 
And I'm so happy 
I found that with you 

-Tramaine 

From The Beat: You seem to have a found 
a cool female. How do you make her feel 
special? Ya know, this lady needs you to be 
there for her. How can you show her that 
she's more important to you than the things 
that bring you to the Hall? 



My life is so cold, because some of this shhh I'm going through is not cool. Man, I 
have to listen to people I barely know — that shhh is not cool. Man, they tell you 
what they want you to do, not what you want to do and if you don't listen you will 
find yourself in your room and you will be back down in your room for the remainder 
of the day. 

This whole Juvi Hall shhh is something like a game. You got 
ninjas who are suckas, smashers, liars, wannabes, and how Fifty said, 
wankstas. Me, myself, I'm a cool cat, I just like to have fun, but when I'm 
on the outs shhh gets serious. When I'm in the Hall I just joke around so 
the time can go by fast. 

One of the OG's from the block told me "do the time don't let 
the time do you" — that's why shhh be so funny. The only thing about the 
Hall is people don't have respect, like everyone knows if one person do 
something it counts for the whole group. Ninjas in here will get an hour 
and get sent to their room and would actually kick on the door knowing 
everyone is going to get chewed out about it. 

What kills me that the same person would get mad at you 
if you do it. If we was in the big house like Santa Rita, or the pen, man 
ninjas in there don't play that shhh and ninjas know — so why play in 
here? That's all I'm saying. 

-Davae 

From The Beat: Sometimes we all gotta maintain and not complain. 
If you dislike Juvy so much, why don't you find a way to get 
out of the system? When you do, you won't have to worry 
about people telling you what to do. Remember, it's your 
choice if you want to play the game or not. 



^To crV>e SoLdcvdos 

What's up to all the homeboys putting it down? It's Young 
Negro coming out of them Fremont streets but anyways 
stay up and keep your heads up and don't let the system 
get to you. 

-Young Negro 

From The Beat: Surely you must have something else 
besides your ninjas on your mind. 



i neglected to allow the 
police to search 
now they're directin' 
me to sit on the curb 



BqcA pron Gqmp 

9-vole? Pues, I am back from Camp. I was there for a while 
and I had an incident but that didn't fade me. 

I went on my home pass, I was kicking it with the 
homies drinking and smoking and all of a sudden I saw a 
lot of judas (5-0). They pulled over and I got bopped and I 
went back to Juvenile Hall. I went to court but I should be 
leaving back to Camp in a couple of days and get another 
home pass and be back in Hayward 

-Polio 

From The Beat: When you get back to Camp, how can 
you avoid getting into any more incidents? Will you 
do anything differently on your home pass? 



Can't Wait 

I can't wait till I get out of the Hall! I want to go to Job Corps, and just have a good life, and 
try to stay out the Hall. 

Job Corps is a place where you can go to school. They have beds for you to sleep in. It's 
kind of like a group home but better. They have classes you can go to, so it is kind of like a 
group home with a school in it. 

Anyway, I go to court at the end of this week, and I should be getting a release to a group 
home one month from that day. 

-Mark 

From The Beat: Thanks for telling us about Job Corps, and we hope you get the 
chance to go there. But wherever you go, keep your eyes on the prize: "a good life 
... out the Hall." 



To Be WW you 

if i could be wit' you 

you would know 
my feelings are true 
if i could be wit' you 
we would have a chance 
for love to grow 
if i could be wit' you 
i wouldn't have nothing 
but love to show 
if i could be wit' you 
you would realize 
your full worth 
if i could be wit' you 
it wouldn't only be about 
gettin' under your skirt 
if i could be wit' you 

you would know 
my feelings are true 
if i could be wit' you 

-Tiffany 

From The Beat: Thanks for a 
pretty poem, but it could be 
from anyone to anyone. In 
fact, expect to see this one 
recycled in the pates of The 
Beat, even though we try not 
to have repeats. 



i'm suspected of rippin' the verse 
and y'all can expect me 
to put ya weak raps in a hearse 
i neglected to allow the police to search 
now they're directin' me to sit on the curb 
they say "i know that's a fake name 
and you got way too much change 
i know ya doing illegal thangs" 
"can i just get my scrilla man 
and go on my way 
without y'all harassin' me 
without y'all tryin'a snatch me 

always tryin'a catch a gee" 
i just wanna smoke my weed 
slang my dee and get my cheese 
too many inconsistencies 
got me barely on my feet 
i'm just tryin'a roll on 
but y'all be like hold on 
can i get my pocket swoll' on 

-Torre 

From The Beat: You know how to flow and 
start out ready to battle — but then you 
try to saddle the charge of harassment 
because you want to sell rocks on the 
street for your personal advancement. 
Not your problem if auntie smokes up her 
kids' food and home, 'cause you just want 
to roll on! But you need to tell yourself to 
hold on. Next week get your flow on in a 
positive direction, and stop spreading that 
gangsta infection — with all your talent, 
you could afford to show a little more 
discretion. 



What's between us 
Is that one and only 
Once in a lifetime kind of love 




Weekly Writings 
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Last Time Hearing From Me 

This is Young Bug, and I guess this is going to be my last time writing to the Beat Within since I get 
out on May 12th. Thank you for letting me write to The Beat and let everyone know how I feel about 
things. 

Thinzel Washington, Devious, Jeffrey, Kalolo, LU' Marc, Dolla Wil, Banks — keep y'all head up. 
Don't let nothing bring y'all down. See y'all when y'all touch back down. 

-Young Bug 

From The Beat: We're really happy you're going to breathe free air again. Young Bug, and 
we hope you've decided to make some changes in your life that will allow you to become an 
Old Bug... Also, just because you're leaving the Hall doesn't mean you have to stop writing 
to The Beat. If you've ever written for us, you're part of The Beat family, and our pages are 
always open to you. We have only three parting words of advice: Don't come back! 



Peqce -Screen 



Peace can't nobody have or get it. That shouldn't even be a word. 

Peace? Forget about using it because when a soldja pull the chrome it's a rule of the streets, 
don't pull it unless you gone use it. 

Peace? If we had that there wouldn't even be war or nobody would die in the world if we had 
peace. 

-Young Bug 

From The Beat: We agree with you that peace is very rare to find among human beings, or 
even within a single human being. But just because it's hard to obtain doesn't mean we 
shouldn't strive for it, does it? Do you believe in God? Do you think human beings ever 
live up to Gods law? But still, we strive to achieve that noble goal. For the sake of all life 
on earth, isn't it better that we hold peace up as a higher value than war, that we strive 
for security even in an insecure world, that we work to make our lives better even in 
impoverished and devastating circumstances? In other words, isn't it better to focus on a 
positive future rather than simply accept a negative reality? 



What I Stand For... 

Youngster 
Outlaw (robber) 
Unforgivable 
Naughty 

Gangster (soldier) 



Bastard 

Unemotional (impassive) 
Gutsy 

-Young Bug 

From The Beat: Do you live up to 
every one of these descriptions? 
Except for "Gutsy," these are all 
pretty negative things to be. Are 
there some other positive attributes 
you have that are not incorporated 
in your alphabet description of 
yourself? 



I might have 
chosen to live that 
crazy life but that 

doesn't mean I 
ain't gonna make 
it nowhere in life. 



CDe? 

Why hate me? 
Because I'm respected? 
Because females like me? 
Or is it because I got somethin' you want? 

Is it because I can rap you hate me? 
Because my eyes are green? 

Because I'm thuggin? 
Because I got a record label? 

Is it because I stay fitted out? 
Because my gold teeth? 
Because my gold chain? 
Because my Jordans or my Maddens? 

Because I'm where I'm from? 
Because I'm stuntastic? 
Or is it because I'm Thizlamic? 

Oh, I get it, it's all the above 
But it's coo', keep hatin' I love it 
Hater! 

-Thinzel Washington 
From The Beat: Who hates you? Is this a personal 
thing, or is it a thing about turf and gangs? Why 
is it cool to be hated? Wouldn't you rather be 
loved? Why? We notice that all your speculation 
about why people hate you have to do with 
surface things, with how you're fitted or what 
you look like. Have you ever considered that you 
could be making enemies by your behavior, or 
what's in your heart? So, what's underneath those 
gold chains, what's behind those green eyes? 



No time to write, getting irritated, had 220 days, now I only got 90 left. 
Time is going by slow. Homeboys are getting released. Life is going by 
slow. 

Eighteen years old and my goal for this week is to be a two step. 
That's what it comes to. This place is getting the best of me. The only 
thing worth me not catching more time is the thought of my family being 
more disappointed in me, and the thought of my girl leaving me if I get 
out. 

I miss my parents, grandparents, nephew and girlfriend the most. 
I think that my nephew is lonely. I think he needs a cousin to grow 
up with. Plus, I ain't tryin to be too old when I have kids. Just some 
thoughts. 

-Kurupt 

From The Beat: We can't fully feel the pressure you're feeling right 
now, but we can say that you can do 90 days standing on your 
head with your hands tied behind your back! The reasons you 
gave for not going off are all good ones — disappointing your 
family and losing your girl — but the really important reasons are 
what you ended with: a nephew who needs you, a life that you 
can't postpone for long. If you lose it in the Hall, you may have 
a moment of satisfaction, even triumph, but that moment will be 
followed by many, many moments of misery and regrets. Just hold 
on, Kurupt. We know you can do it, and so do you. 



Lately, I have been day dreaming about my life, and when I 
dream I always think of myself in a pine box. My mom and 
bloodline are looking at me crying. 

I be like, "Damn! Is that what it's like to die?" I be like, 
"Is there a better happy hunting ground after I'm dead an' 
gone?" (meaning heaven). 

I be like, "Damn! Is this the way I gotta go? Then I gotta 
take that main drag (road)." 

-Young Bug 

From The Beat: Does it scare you to have a recurring 
dream of your own death? It would scare us because, 
although we know it's the common fate of all life, we 
also know that life is what we've been given, so we 
should make the most of it. Your death, like ours, is 
a certainty. But each of us has decisions to make in 
regard to the path we take getting there. There is no 
main road you "gotta take," because you always have 
choices to travel down different paths. 



Whqr I F&ai 



I used to feel a lot, now I just don't feel shhh, like I don't care 
'bout it no more as I can see it. Feelings I got, but only a lil* 
of them. 

I feel what I feel. Shhh! Can't nothing bring back what I 
feel. I feel and think I'm going on the right main drag, but it 
gets messed up and goes on the wrong one every time. 

I feel like a fish out of water, helpless. That is a insane. 

-Young Bug 

From The Beat: It's not insane to feel like a fish out of 
water. But we wonder what kind of water you swim in, 
and whether that swim will always land you back in this 
situation? Can you tell us some of the feelings you used 
to feel, but now don't? 



RIP 



One love to the homeboys who worked for us, who helped us 
out when we needed help. 

Chente, I love you homie. I remember when you helped 
me in my homework thinking you was smart making up the 
answers. Chente, RIP. 

To Irma: I loved the way she acted, the tough attitude you 
would get with me when you got mad at me and her man, the 
way you make my stomach hurt because of the stupid stuff 
you do. Irma, RIP. One love. 

-Spooky and Juice 

From The Beat: What are the lessons to be learned from 
their tragic deaths? What will keep you from becoming 
another in the all too long list of RIPs? Living is much 
more glorious than dying. 



Got Lucky 

Damn, I got lucky. They was flnsta send me to CYA or ROP, 
but when I went to court, the judge was all, 'Tma give ya one 
more chance, but if ya come back ya got 255 days dead time, 
then we'll send ya to CYA." 

So I'm coo'. I'm 'bout to post at the house an' go to 
work! I'm out! 

-Young Smokey 

From The Beat: Was the judge right to give you this 
chance? Will you make the most of it, or will you risk 
standing in front of that same judge? We applaud your 
decision to post at home and go to work. What kind of 
work would you like to do? 



Haters Make Way 

Haters, move up out my way. I'm getting tired of you getting in my way, every day putting 
me down, saying I ain't gonna make it anywhere in life. 

Don't think just because I have conversations with the Devil that I'm crazy. I might 
have chosen to live that crazy life but that doesn't mean I ain't gonna make it nowhere in 
life. 

So all haters better move up out of Lil' D's way because my nick name is Boogie, and 
I'm gonna show y'all that I could do it. 

So I suggest that all you haters better shake the spot because I'm about to shake 'em 
up and roll out of control. 

-Boogie 

From The Beat: Your last line makes us wonder if the experience of being a slave 
in the Hall has made any difference in your life. Don't you see that the system 
is designed to deal with people who "roll out of control"? They've got bigger, 
better and badder places for those who wild out. What they can't deal with is 
real thinking, knowledge that doesn't depend on reacting to the haters, and 
"revenge" that is defined by proving the haters wrong and making something 
worthwhile of your life. The best revenge is success, and that's what the haters 
are not counting on. 
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Dqrvi, Lil A\qf)qa 

Damn, UT mamas, you look so fine with that pretty 
smile and those beautiful eyes. All I want for you to 
do is be mine. Be my one 'n only baby girl. 

I promise you I will never break your heart, and 
that you will always have a place in my heart. I will 
stand by your side no matter what happens. All I need 
for you to do is do the same, and not play games with 
my brain because I cannot handle the pain. 

I need a girl that will show me love, and that will 
also stand by my side through hard times. 

Yadda mean, lil' mamas? 

I need a girl that won't look at me different just 
because I kick it with the homeboys and people who 
sell drugs, or because I'm gang related. I also need 
someone that I could express my feelings to and that 
will sit there and listen and express theirs too. 

What I'm really looking for is a girl that ain't 
perfect because all they do is spend all their time 
thinking they're too good for me just because they 
don't be drinking or smoking. But in the long run, 
those type of girls never make it anywhere because 
they spend all of their time thinking that they are too 
perfect for someone like me. 

That's why I'm not trying to be with a girl that be 
thinking 

they perfect. Plus, all they do is mess wit* your 
mind and play games, and always ask for too many 
thangs. That's why I ain't trying to be with a perfect 
girl. 

All I'm really looking for is someone that I can 
give my love to and they will do the same in return. 
I'm looking for a girl that I can trust and that's down 
to ride for me because I promise you I will show and 
give you much love. I will love you way more than a fat 
kid loves cake, lil' mamas. 

I promise you I'm for real. I was just hoping that 
special person could be you, baby girl. So holla back 
and let me know what up. 

Yadda mean, lil' mamas? 

-Boogie 

From The Beat: If you start by telling the girl of 
your dreams that she is less than perfect, you 
may be handicapping yourself. What you really 
mean is that your perfect girl doesn't have to 
think of herself as all that, because if she does, 
she'll think she's better than you. We hope you 
find the one you're looking for, and that you 
keep your promise to love her "more than a fat 
kid loves cake..." 



/Ton £qc) To Gooc) 

This experience has changed my life — forever. I 
promise everyone that as soon as I get out, I will 
never come back. From here on, I'm gonna change 
my life. 

If I could go back in time and change 
something, it would be my lifestyle and go from bad 
to good. It took me this far down the road to realize 
that I was up to no good; now I'm gonna work my way 
out. 

-Eriberto 

From The Beat: Many have made the promise 
you make above only to be back with us in 
workshops a few months later. We don't say 
that to knock your intention at all; we just 
want to make sure you stick to your 
words. How are you going to make sure 
you make the changes you need to make 
in order to stay out? 



I'm so worried about what I might 
be missing out on, or someone 
passing in my family and they won't 
let me go to the funeral, 
or something like that. 



(T)y Pccvoi~tCe Counselor 
I have a lot of respect for some of the staff in my 
unit. They are very good with me, and respected 
me from day one. 

I have much respect for the following: Mrs. 
Rios, because she always speak good of me and 
also speak to me every day, every morning, or 
whenever she's here. She is the one who I give 
much props to, and if I were in charge, I would 
make her supervisor of each unit without any 
taxes taken off. That's just how I feel about her. 
She's very educated and very, very smart. 

On Thursday at approximately 6:45 p.m. 
she got a call from one of her family members 
on her cell stating that her mother was having 
difficulties, and right when I heard Mrs. Rios 
state that to the staff, immediately my heart 
dropped, because my grandmother came close 
to the same situation. 

I give my heart to her and to her family, 
such as brothers and sisters. I care for you, 
Mrs. Rios, and always remember, God has your 
back. I'm also praying for your entire family. 
God bless you, Mrs. Rios. I'm praying for the 
best. 

-Roderick 

From The Beat: Wow, Roderick. We sure 
hope you share this tribute to a great 
counselor with Mrs. Rios, because we're 
sure she doesn't hear this as often as she 
should. Do you think that other counselors 
could learn something from her, or does 
she have qualities that can't be taught? 



Memory 



We would like to say rest in peace to homeboy 
and home girl Chente and Gorda, aka Irma, 
that passed away in April. We will never forget 
you guys. We dedicate this letter plus our love 
and full respect. 

We knew Irma 'cause the beauty, 
personality and we knew her family. Chente we 
know for the toughness, attitude, personality 
and for doing what he had to do. We will never 
forget y'all; we will never let no one put your 
names to shame. It will go on for life. 

We all know you two are in a better 
place. All the homies pray every day for both of 
y'all and your families will never be put down 
while we are around. RIP. You will always be 
remembered. 

-Spooky and Juice 
From The Beat: Every time we read a piece 
mourning the death of a young person, 
the tragedy hits us hard. Not only is this 
doubly tragic in the two young people you 
talk about, it's made even more tragic by 
the implication that you will carry on the 
violence in their names. Is it respectful to 
fly the flag in their name, to go after the 
rival in their name? Don't get us wrong 
— we're not trying to dismiss the pain 
you feel. We're simply suggesting that 
perpetuating the violence in their name 
will simply make the pain last longer. 



CJood CotirjseLoi- 

A good counselor to me is one that is actually one that 
comes to help. They talk to you when you have problems, 
and just try to rehabilitate you. 

-Frost 

From The Beat: Have you had counselors you liked? 
What help did she/he give you? Could you also 
benefit from the kind of counselor you describe 
before (or after) you're locked up? 



Someone Who Neqlly CqPez 

What makes a good counselor? I think what makes a good counselor is someone who isn't here just for the 
money but someone who really cares about what's going on in kids' lives today. 

It really bugs me when I come here and always see this one counselor coming to work with two big 
bags of snacks just for herself. She'll sit there and send everyone down earlier just so she can stuff her face. 
She doesn't really care about anyone here; she comes to work to socialize. 

-Little Foot 

From The Beat: Maybe that counselor will read this issue and not only reevaluate her actions 
(maybe she simply doesn't realize how a seemingly little thing like snacks can be so big for you) 
but find pieces that talk about what makes for good counselors. Do you know any counselors who 
do care what's going on in your life? 



Homesick 

I'm so confused. Being locked up is making me be very 
homesick. I have done some serious crimes, but I have 
never did time away from home. 

My home is in Mobile, Alabama, but I have been 
incarcerated ever since March 10th 2004, and I just want 
to go home. I'm so worried about what I might be missing 
out on, or someone passing in my family and they won't 
let me go to the funeral, or something like that. All I can 
think about is something bad happening, and I'm not 
there to make it right. 

I know that's the Devil talking to me, but all I have 
to do is wake up an' face reality, but I know God has my 
back 100%. I get more angrier every day because the cats 
in my unit about to make me go nuts, but I'ma keep my 
head up. 

Peace. I'm out. 

-Roderick 

From The Beat: Missing your family and fearing 
bad things will happen when you have no control 
is not the Devil talking to you. It's absolutely 
understandable. You are lonely and missing your 
own people. What could be more natural than that? 
All we can tell you, Roderick, is what you already 
know: don't let your anger get to you, and don't 
go nuts, because the only person who would get 
hurt is you. 



Committed To YA 

They call me Nicoya. I'm from San Francisco. I'm about to 
be 17 on May 17. I just got committed to CYA — I didn't 
even see that shhh coming. 

I went to court on the 10th and my PO recommended 
180 days here, but the judge hated on me and gave me 
CYA. I'm going to CYA for violations and getting kicked 
out of Camp. 

I'm going to appeal my case and see what's up, if 
they can send me to ROP or something better than YA. 
But wish me luck — I ain't trying to go to the Y. 

But I'm out. 'Til pencil meets paper, I wanna say 
what's up to all the homeboys in San Mateo. Good luck 
on y'all court dates. 

-Xicoya 

From The Beat: We feel you that you're not trying 
to go to the Y, and we'd certainly try to get some 
alternative over it as well. Have you talked to your 
lawyer about appealing the case? If you do end up 
at the Y, how are you going to make the time as 
good as it can be? 



My Incarceration 

The thing I take serious is my incarceration. I say this 
because when I first got here I was upset by the fact I was 
innocent, but by being isolated and incarcerated I had 
time to get older and sit back and reevaluate my life, as 
being in here gives you the time to think a lot. 

So coming here was a good thing, but being here for 
too long is an outrage for an innocent person. But when 
I'm found innocent I will have my life on the straight and 
narrow. 

-Lim 

From The Beat: You display an impressive level 
of maturity — instead of simply pitying yourself 
for the injustice you feel you're subjected to, 
you're making the time count by spending it 
constructively. As you've reevaluated your life, 
what do you think you'll need to do to live on the 
straight and narrow? 



So coming here 
was a good thing, 

but being here 
for too long is an 

outrage for an 
innocent person. 
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Viclq 



The way I see mi vida loca is a dead zone. Everyone is 
dying, selling dope, banging — that is how mi vida is 
through my mind. It's the best always being with my 
'hood, mi familia on the streets, putting it down, handling 
my rival gang — that's the pandijero vida (gangster life) 
like my grandma calls it. 

In my heart I'm not that happy because I hear a 
lot of homies biting the dust when it shouldn't be us. I 
can't wait to get out and clean up my '[hood and the town 

— especially myself. 

Mi vida loca no es la buena vida (My crazy life isn't 
the good life). There's pain everywhere I go. There's pain 
in my heart and eyes. I could tell you straight up I never 
had a good day, not once — maybe when my ex was going 
to have my baby when I was with her, but it died. I got 
madder when I heard. 

People tell me why are you in the gang. I say who 
else will release my pain inside me. Not my real family, 
'cause they give me more. Mi other familia will, 'cause we 
go through a lot together. They have never left me. They 
gave me a home, food, clothes, and respect. Well some 

— the rest that hate and talk shhh can't trust in a homie 
I don't call homeboys. 

Tell you the truth: I look for a girl who can relate 
to me, who can treat me cool, and who will be there 
for me whenever I need someone that will make me 
happy. Someone who got a little gangsta in her, a good 
personality, and who will keep her word. That is my wish 
and dream, to find that girl, but for now I'm alone and 
living mi raza to the fullest. 

That is mi vida loca. Well, hope someone can 
relate. 

-Spooky 

From The Beat: We feel you dancing on both sides of 
the fence in this piece. There are lines in here that 
are perhaps more powerful than even you know 

— "I tell you straight up I never had a good day, 
not once" makes our hearts leap into our throats. 
What we so desperately want you to see, though, 
is that the familia you claim heaps pain upon the 
pain you already feel. We understand why you 
chose them — they offered you support and you 
needed support. But the pain that's everywhere you 



What it do? This yo' boy, Young Veil. Lately I've 
been doing a lot of thinking because there's been 
a lot on my mind. 

Well, first of all let me tell you some of the 
things that happened to yo' boy. Like, last month 
one of my cousins got smoked by this one ninja 
that was supposed to be his homie. The cold part 
about it is it was all over some damn money. That 
shhh been eating me up real bad. I just can't see 
how somebody could just turn on somebody 
that you knew your whole life over some damn 
"money," but then again that's what these streets 
of San Francisco can do to a man. 

Then to top it off, they sending me to the Y. 
The judge talking about giving me half my max 
time, but that's not cool, because my max is 
eleven years. As you can see, I'm stressing hard. 

-Young Veil 

From The Beat: We knew when we saw you 
that you were stressing hard. Young Veil, 
and we can understand why. We feel just 
a bit of your pain, and it hurts. We wish 
we could tell you "Everything's gonna be 
all right," but that's a lie that you wouldn't 
buy. On the other hand, you have been 
through more than most people go through 
in a lifetime, so you are a very, very strong 
individual. Now, you will have to draw on 
all that strength to find the positive. If you 
keep yourself under control in the Y, even 
there you can find positive programs (fire 
camp) and decent staff (some). The part 
about your cousin getting killed is that 
ongoing tragedy we keep reading about, 
and there's absolutely nothing positive 
we can find in that. We are so sorry. We 
sure hope, if they ship you off to the Y, 
you will remember The Beat. Even though 
they don't allow it inside, you can always 
write us to get that frustration off your 
chest, and you can always know that we 
will publish it. If you stop writing, we will 
miss your fierce honesty and quick mind. 



Last Letter 

What's up Beat readers? Well, I went to court on 
Monday (May 10). They dropped the fitness so I 
got a pre on the 28th, which should be when you 
get The Beat. I'm going to ROP — I did all the 
interviews and everything so I just got to wait to let 
the judge sentence me to ROP fo' sho'. 

I been here since January. Now I'm getting 
sentenced and can't wait to get the paperwork to 
show all the people that are judging me, but it's 
nothing to a G. I do two years in there and get out 
close to my b-day or after in 2005 or 6, so I'll be 18 
when I hit the streets. 

I'm hella happy. I just hope it don't take long 
to pick me up. Well, to mi familia, which is my 
homeboys and home girls, thank you for all the 
love and support. I love you guys. Soon I will see 
all you guys back in the streets like the old days. 
Can't wait to see my whole family: my UT bro', 
mom, grandma at ROP visiting me. It's in Nevada. 

For some homies I give you guys some 
knowledge to kick back, be cool, and pray and your 
time will come. Well stay up family, I will keep in 
touch. Don't trip. Peace out. 

-Spooky 

From The Beat: Congratulations on getting 
ROP instead of heading to the Pen, but this 
is only the first step. When you get out, you'll 
be an adult, and hitting the streets will have a 
whole different meaning. You're lucky to have 
a family that's willing to visit you all the way 
in Nevada. What's going to make this the last 
time you get caught up? 



£qby GiN 

When I saw her all I thought was tinat's a nice piece with some curves 
But I was blown away by the intellect when we started spittin' words 
I said, "I like your body 'cause you lookin' so fine." 
She said, "But do you know what I got on my mind?" 
I said, "No, but give me your number and I'll find out quick." 
She said, "It'll take a lot more than one call to figure out this 
Soon to find out she was the one for me 
Great sex and conversation, it was all a new way to lead 
I never thought I could wake up to a girl and smile 
Knowing in my heart we'd be there for longer than a while 
So this is my story 'bout how we met 
How I got a feeling for love that won't ever quit 

-Soldier 

From The Beat: What makes her mind superior to other girls'? 
How long have you been together? Will she be waiting for you 
when you get out? 



It's Serious 

Honestly, I don't care about the war or anything. In 
here, too, I don't care because I have six more days. 

When this gets published, I'll be out and free off 
probation. 

-Frost 

From The Beat: Congratulations! Now, just stay 
out and off probation! 



Qcr 1">u^rLc On 

Everything is serious. Life is serious and everything 
around you like the streets, drugs, guns, and the 
hustle. 

You got to make your own decision in this 
lifetime. Choose what you wanna be, and don't let 
nobody knock you off it. If you want money, then go 
get it the way you want. 

-Young R 

From The Beat: The advice to go get your money 
the way you want sounds very short-sighted to 
us. After all, by getting your money in certain 
ways, all you are doing is giving the system the 
chance to make their money off of you. In your 
list of what is serious, we didn't find "freedom." 
Is your freedom serious to you? We hope so. 



A Good 
Counselor 

Something that makes a 
good counselor is someone 
you can relate to and talk 
to. 

-Funk-E 

From The Beat: Are there 
any counselors who relate 
to you and talk to you? 



A Moral Story 

A bird is flying north for the winter. On the way, 
his wings get frozen, so he has to stop and get the 
ice off his wings. 

The bird stops in a field next to a cow 
eating hay. The cow comes next to the bird and 
defecates on him. The bird is like, "Man, that's 
messed up!" But the shhh is warm and the ice on 
the wings begins to melt. 

So the bird is about to fly north, when a wolf 
comes over and tells him, "Come closer so that I 
can lick the shhh off." The bird says, "How nice 
of you," and goes to the wolf. The wolf licks him, 
and afterwards, he eats the bird! 

Moral: Not everybody that defecates on you 
is your enemy, and not everybody that helps you 
is your friend. 

-Scarf ace 

From The Beat: Even though we had to 
change up a word or two, we love this little 
morality story. And, we agree with the 
moral. Sometimes, when you think someone 
has done you dirt, or something terrible has 
happened, after a while you realize that it 
may have been good for you, not bad. And 
its also true that sometimes what we think 
is help turns out to hurt. Who told you this 
wonderful story? 



Strange Encounters 

Well, I don't have a talent, but I learn things from seeing 
it done. I've learned science and chemistry from these 
people, and I see what the people of the world want or 
even need. I saw my future in this dream and what I can 
become if I'm successful, but I wasn't. 

Three months ago, I was introduced to a new drug 
in my life. It's cocaine. At first it wasn't anything but a 
white rock crushed to a powder, then put up the nose. 
But then it became a large container of cocaine leaves 
being soaked with kerosene and bizarre chemicals I 
couldn't pronounce. 

I could've lost everything, and for some reason, I 
feel like I already have. Eight days sober and I now notice 
what I've done. I now notice respect I've lost to my friends 
and especially my loved ones. I'm now an embarrassment 
to my family. All I can do now, which is my new goal, 
is to become a successful man, and now do what I was 
expected to do from the beginning. 

-Farzon 

From The Beat: The only true failure is the one who 
doesn't try. Recognizing that you've messed up in 
the past, realizing that you paid an unacceptable 
price for the pleasure that cocaine gave you, those 
are signs of a maturing mind. Then, to commit 
yourself to a future success, that not only proves 
that you have not lost everything, but also that you 
really do have talent! 



To The BWO Stranger 

What's up wit' it homie? What it is... what it gon' be? How 
you been? 

I read all yo' writings they hella good! And I would like 
to read more of yo' writings. Too bad 'bout yo* homie — RIP. 
Take care of yo'self. 

-Clumsey 

From The Beat: It's cool to see you giving props to 
another writer — it would be great if you took his 
writing as inspiration to drop some deep pieces of 
your own. 



I Admire You Stranger 

You're so real with your feelings and your thoughts. 

You're not afraid to tell anybody how you feel and 
what you really want. That's why I admire you. Also porque 
(because) you are very strong and I never met a guy that's 
the way you are. 

That's why I admire you. 

-Clumbsy 

From The Beat: Those are some good reasons for 
admiring someone. What do you think gives him or 
her the ability to be so real with his or her feelings? 
Can you do the same? 
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Going To Court 

Well Beat, I ain't feelin* none of your three topics, so 
I'm going to write about going to court. 

It's 5/14/04 already, and I have court on the 
17th. I feel nervous 'cause my PO is recommending 
camp, 'cause I don't want to shave my head bald. I 
also don't want to go to camp, because I don't want to 
be far away from my girl and my family. That's why I'm 
trippin' about going to camp. 

If I do get sent to camp, I'm just going to ride it 
out and do good so that I can get my home pass and 
be with my loved ones. I'm out. 

-Giggles 

From The Beat: What's the connection 
between shaving your head bald and your PO 
recommending camp? If the court does not send 
you to camp, where will you go? If you go home, 
what changes do you plan on making in your life 
so that you won't have to miss your family, you 
can be with them? 



Sn~cvr>cjc €v» coun Zc rs 
This is a weird title for this topic, but I had 
my girlfriend one day speaking real deep 
to me. I was surprised. I wasn't ready for 
that. I went home and thought about it and 
realized I felt the same way. We spoke and 
now we've been going out for three years. So 
I love my girl and I don't care what anybody 
says. 

-Frost 

From The Beat: There's one critical piece 
of information you left out of this piece. 
What did your girlfriend say to you that 
was real deep? Why were you surprised 
to hear it from her? 



I'm Gonna 
Laugh Some More 



Well, I've been going to court these last couple 
of days and that is boring. I go to adult court, 
because I guess I did something wrong. They said I'm gang related and all my family is the same and 
we all been through the system. 

Everything they say goes in one ear and out the other ear, because it's a bunch of bs. I just sit 
there with the other inmates from county and chill, hoping it takes a while, because I hate coming 
back to the hall. The other day when they were talking shhh about me, I just felt like laughing out 
loud, because I know they ain't got any evidence on me, so they just try to make me look bad in front 
of the judge. 

I already know that I'm gonna do some time, so I'm just waiting for them to sentence me so I 
can leave from the hall. If I go to the CYA, I will take advantage of my time there and get my college 
(AA) degree while incarcerated. I would also get working experience so when I get out one day, I will 
know how to make money legit. I hope this is my life and I live it to the fullest. 

What's up to all. Take care. Much love and respect. 

-Indio 

From The Beat: We're not sure how it could be that they have no evidence against you, 
but you already know you're going to do time. If there's no evidence, how will they convict 
you? In any case, we are encouraged by your decision to make the most out of whatever 
sentence you're given. If you stick to your plan to advance your mind and your skills while 
you're "away," then you will be that much more prepared to stay out of the system when 
you get out. 



1 (TcvrVr Wccir 

I can't wait 'til I get out this place. I've been here for a few long 
months. I got like twenty days left and I'm thinking of getting 
out a lot and it's going by hella slow. 

I'ma be off probation finally — I been on probation since 
a young teen and I'm going to be free. I could do whatever I 
want, like smoke some weed, get really drunk, chill with the 
homies and not worry off cops trying to pull me over and 
get searched, trying to mess with me just because I'm on 
probation. 

I still want to do all the things I did before but I know 
if I keep doing I'm going to end up in County and on adult 
probation. I'm just going to keep it cool, not get caught 
up again, but it's going to be hard because I'ma see all the 
homies, and sometimes I think of doing what I used to do. 

-Kasper 

From The Beat: We feel you on getting out and getting 
off probation — congratulations! However, as you know, 
just 'cause you're off probation it doesn't mean that 
you're free to do whatever you want, and you show a 
good awareness about how the lifestyle you choose to 
lead back on the outs can end up leading you straight 
back to life on the inside. How will you keep it cool if 
you're chilling with your homies, drunk and high? Is 
there a way to avoid the situations where you know 
you'll be influenced in the wrong way? Is there a way 
to get your homies to respect your longing to stay out 
of trouble? 



Seh oua Shhh 



Man, in here again 

in my cell 
for the same shhh 
but now facing 18 months in YA 
and with tatts 
that changed people's image of me 
and now hatin' 
in the rivals streets 
still maintainin' 
given one more chance 
but still incarcerated 

-Whisper 

From The Beat: We agree — the 
scenario you describe is serious. Its 
serous that you're back, it's serious 
that you could be going to the Y, it's 
serious that you've picked up a gang 
affiliation along the way. How are 
you going to start to build your life's 
path back towards freedom? 



To Stranger In The BWO 



Q-vole. Well, the reason I'm puttin' lead on paper is to let you know that I read your piece about that you was 
facing 99 wit' three lifes — damn! I wonder how you felt — that's all your hijita's life. 

Damn, I give you mad love for stayin' strong, and I kind of feel you porque (because) I was facing two 
and a half years — I know it's nothin' pero (but) for a ruca (girl) like me, it's not even coo', me entiendes 
(understand me)? 'Cause that would have hurt mi madrecita (my mom) really bad, pero I'm glad it's over. 

Anyways, I liked that piece you wrote for your carnal. I feel you on that one porque I just lost a few 
of my homies: two in 2004 and one last year, and one of them was my prima (cousin) Lisa, also known as 
Smiley — and it hurts when I reminisce about them, feel me. 

Damn, I'm sorry that you lost your esposa (wife). Stay strong. Keep your head up high. Stand tall like a 
soldado parado asta arriba (soldier standing tall) and hold on 'til your seventeenth year comes so you could 
meet your hijita and be a real padre (father) for her. Orale pues (All right then), that's all I gots to say. Well, 
then hope your firme. Much respect. Al rato. 

-Mona 

From The Beat: The thing about Strangers writing is that it points to one of the likely 
results of following the path so many of you are on. We're sure he'll appreciate your words of 
encouragement, but we hope you heed his stories of an example of what can happen to those 
who stay "true to the game." 



Not Stressing 



I'm not stressing. I'm out in six days. I'll be stress free, 
which I am in here because time is flying by for me. 

-Frost 

From The Beat: Well, it's good to be stress free, but 
getting out is no guarantee of that. There are all 
kinds of stresses to confront us every day. So how 
are you going to deal with the stresses you are 
bound to confront on the outs? 



Damn girl, you don't even know how much I miss being 
next to you. It's been twenty-two days that I haven't been 
able to hold you, kiss you, and tell you how much I love 
you. 

I miss all the times you used to tell me you loved me, 
and all the times you used to tell me to call you as soon as 
I got home from wherever I was at. 

I miss your sexy look that you used to give me with 
your beautiful green eyes. I feel like there's no me without 
you by my side. 

I just want to let you know that I love you with all my 
heart, and I hella miss you. I hope that me and you stay 
together forever 

and have a happy family. 

-Giggles 

From The Beat: Your words of love are great, but 
which do you think is more important to your girl 
— words or deeds? How can you show your love 
when you're locked up? In other words, when you 
get out of here, are you going to give up some things 
in order to stay out of the system and stay with your 
girl? Nothing worth having is easy to obtain, so 
which do you want more? 



My Life . . . 



My life has been hell 
since I have been locked up in this cell 
All I see is white walls 
I don't get no phone calls 
I can't have no roommate 
my PO is gonna send me out of state 
I have been running from place to place 
now I have caught a new case 

-Nicole 

From The Beat: Is there anyone with whom you can 
talk, even just to chop it up? We can't imagine the 
pain of being isolated — no roommate, no calls. If 
no one else will lend you an ear, we're here to listen 
to your writing. 



The Life I Choose 

As the days pass by 
I just can't seem to cry 
and I'm just wasting time 
Being locked up in the Hall 
on the streets I'm on a mission to ball 
I'm going to have it all 
ain't no time to stall 
I'm contemplatin' on 
my every move 
knowin' I've got too much to lose 
but this is the life I choose 

-Pockets 

From The Beat: We're sad to see you back in the 
Hall. It was so nice to get pieces from you in the 
mail from the outs. Is this the life you've chosen 
— the life of cycling in and out of the system, the 
life of planning to shine and never staying out 
long enough to even dust off the cobwebs from 
inside before you're taken back in? A mission to 
ball? Where? Inside? Come on. Pockets — be honest 
with yourself. 



If I go to the CYA, 
I will take advantage of 
my time there and get 
my college (AA) degree 
while incarcerated. 
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Encomnrdr Wirb A- Phoari-rure 

I had a strange encounter with a prostitute who didn't 
want to praise God. What she told me was that she 
wasn't finished with prostituting, and she wasn't ready 
to confess to God. 

She said that God wasn't the one who put food 
on her table, and that the reason why she's homeless 
now was because of herself. She didn't want to pray 
to God because she was the one putting money in her 
pocket. 

It affected me a lot because I wouldn't never 
expect someone to go against the word of God. I argued 
with the sixteen-year-old girl for about two hours that 
night, and it was unbelievable the things she was 
saying to me. 

What stuck with me during this experience was 
to follow my own instincts because everyone isn't 
right. 

-Helen 

From The Beat: That is a bit of deep wisdom you 
picked up from this experience. What we are 
curious to know is whether you were the one 
who wasn't right or she was the one who wasn't 
right? Could it have been a lose-lose situation 
because there was no right or wrong, there was 
only opinion? 



Nighr Our Kr 

One crazy night, me and my best guy friend 
were spun out of our minds, smokin' cigs, 
just kickin' it at MacDonald's in Santa 
Rosa. 

This crazy dope fiend came up to us 
and said, "I know what you guys are up to. 
You really need to understand where you 
are going with your life. You're wasting 
away, but you don't realize it yet. Look at 
me. I'm all tore up." 

At the time he was telling us this, I 
really didn't take it in because I thought 
it was bs. But now I realize he was being 
truthful and honest. 

Now I'm locked up and no way home. 
Now I can see that I was wasting my life, and 
it's time to change. 

-Bj 

From The Beat: There is still a way 
home. It might be in the future but it is 
there and it is not lost. It is never too 
late to change. That strange encounter 
watered one of those seeds of change 
that were already in you. What does the 
future hold for you now? 



Ugly lately Doez 

Some stranger once asked me, "Why do the prettiest 
people do the ugliest things?" 

I took that question as a statement to look at what 
I'm doing as ugly, and I should stop. 

-Amanda 

From The Beat: That is some good advice worth 
keeping. Does this make you think about what 
you do now before you do it? But hey, you know 
that beauty is in the eye of the beholder so maybe 
some things we do are ugly to some and beautiful 
to others. How would you describe what you are 
doing now? 



My Long Journey 

Getting so frustrated 
Saying only regrets, I'm surprised I'm not hated 
Thinking I can change by listening to those who related 
Nothing works 
I act so immature I even hurt those I appreciated 
I just wish my past could be amputated 
Living each day I just can't be myself 
As I sit here with my eyes so dilated 
These drugs got me so regulated 
Knowing I can get stronger as I watch those who are sober 
Become more sophisticated 
It will be hard to overcome the mess I've created 
But it's time to do something 
Because my family's patiently waited 
"Yesterday is gone, tomorrow isn't here 
So we can only live for today" 
And that's directly stated 

-Brianna 

From The Beat: You never fail to amaze us Brianna. 
This is got to be one of the most powerful pieces we 
have received from you. You have made some of the 
most inspiring changes in your way of thinking since 
we first met you. We hope to have pi 



Be^NoleA\Oc)el 



Srrqnge Dicou/ireTa 

Well for me, it wasn't really a strange 
encounter, but I have this friend that's 
putting his life on the line 'cause he 
wants to shoot up dope. He gives really 
good advice. He always told me to go to 
school and to quit doing drugs. 

He always looked out for me, but 
this one time he had just shot up, and he 
was telling someone else do it that didn't 
know what they was doing. So then after that there was 
a knock on the door. Next thing you know, he was on 
the floor damn near dying. So to me that was a lesson 
learned because I care about him. 

But why that was a lesson to me is because it made 
me realize life is too short to waste it doing drugs. But to 
you, my friend, see you when I get out. And remember, I 
love you. 

-LIT Rabbit 

From The Beat: Are you sure that you want to get 
out only to kick it with the same bad influence 
people you were with that led up to you loosing 
your freedom? Sounds like a step backwards if you 
ask us. Here is a new lesson: don't complain about 
the itch if you want to hang around the fleas. 



A counselor is supposed to be a role model and a person 
we can look up to. Their kindness and support help us at 
the time we need it most. 

Lately, most counselors are not as supportive and 
always there when we want them to be. Most counselors 
be too busy to help us if we have a problem. There are 
really bad counselors, too. The bad ones are the ones who 
will help other peers than yourself. 

But a good counselor is the one who would take 
time out of their busy schedule to help us, and tell us 
the honest truth even if we don't wanna hear it. No matter 
how hard life gets, they will stick there with you, and will 
help each and every person until they come to reach their 
goals. 

That's what all counselors should be like. 

-Shorty 

From The Beat: That is part of defining what exactly 
a "counselor" is. It is encouraging too know that 
some are actually counseling the youth that they 
work with rather than just warehousing them. So 
what kind of advice did this counselor have for you? 



She didn't want 
to pray to God 
because she was 
the one putting 
money in 
her pocket. 



A Good Counselor 

When I was in the Hall, there was this one female counselor that I liked. The reason that I 
liked her so much is because she was so understanding. She would never judge me. I could 
tell her anything and always feel better about myself after. 

She would help me solve my problems and try to subside my worries. She would give 
me advice from her own experience, or just tell me what she knows. She made me a better 
person. 

I don't think she knows how much her just taking time out to talk to me impacted me. 
She made me believe in myself. Even though I met her in juvenile hall, I was a whole different 
person when I got out. 

-Monica 

From The Beat: Sounds like a wonderful person. Does she have a name or can you 
tell us what county she works in? What would you tell this person now that you 
have gotten out only to end up where you are at? 



It's Serious 



Something that's so serious for me is my freedom. This my first program, and I'm tryna get 
this shhh done and over wit' so I can go home, live my life the way I want to live it. 

I think I'm gon be here for another three months. I'm close to eldership, which is the 
last phase. But me, I'm the type that if I don't get it the first time, I ain't going to try no 
more. 

Basically, what I am saying is that I take my freedom very seriously. I never been away 
from home. I don't run away. It was a hard point in my life. 

-Angela 

From The Beat: We think that you ain't telling us the whole truth here Angela. 
For instance, we know that you don't always give up on something the first time 
you fail at it. We have seen you pick yourself up too many times for us to believe 
that. Shoot for that eldership home girl, and like Aalyah said: "if at first you don't 
succeed then pick yourself up and try again." 



Sccvr-s 

I cut myself to release my pain lingering inside. 
Hopefully, one day soon, maybe I will die. 
I try to kill myself because it seems like the only thing I should do 
knowing that you'll never feel how I do. 
I count the scars with numbness as I bleed out my pain 
hoping for sanity that some day I could change. 
I wait to see if anyone can care 
but look up and see that no one's there. 
If I succeed in my desire to die 
would you want everyone at my funeral to cry? 

-Auntie Em 

From The Beat: We are sure that many people who care about 
you, including us here at The Beat, are encouraged to see that 
writing about your pain is a whole lot healthier for you than 
acting on it in the way you have. What you are enduring now 
makes many of us want to cry, never mind a funeral. You are not 
alone Auntie Em , keep your head up. 



Do you know what it feels like to be lonely? 
I feel like a lost child 
in an old widower's body. 
As I live life through this shut window of emotions, 
I can't help but cry. 
The silence of abandonment is executing to one's soul. 
Will I ever feel loved? 
Or is this my personal eternity of pain and sorrow? 

-Amanda 

From The Beat: You are not as alone as you think. There 
are, sadly, many young folks enduring the pain that you 
have as we type this. We hope that by writing about it 
and being heard you discover that you are not as alone 
as you might think and that indeed there are many folk 
who love you now. 
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■ A M A W% WLM WkW ■ Ladaro Pennix, an original Beat Within OG, has just been transferred from the Pelican Bay SHU (security 

^mf^mJw^Mm\J m Ei IH IH l,^V housing unit) back to the Corcoran SHU after four years. He writes not only are prison authorities talcing 
away inmates' exercise and sports equipment, cigarette privileges and long hair privilege, they're threatening to refuse to let inmates have TVs in their 
SHU cells after July. Ladaro also writes that officers rip the name labels off magazines and keep the magazines or give them to their favorite inmates, 
which is a real problem. He also puts it down for his need to stand up to whatever the authorities throw at him, and tries to defend and inspire his fellow 
revolutionaries/inmates to do the same, for he believes the power of the spirit can keep him and others indominable. With that said Ladaro steps up big 
to give us a glimpse of his world, his cell aka prison. 



the only way they can break me is if I 
allow them to, and so they will not break 
me, no matter what they do 



SHU Treatment 

I write to acknowledge that I am finally at Corcoran in 
the SHU and right now, actually, right when I got off the 
bus, these officials introduced my cellie and me tot he 
warmest of greetings by putting us in choke-holds and 
dragging us to a holding cell. When they finally gave us a 
cell after x- amount of hours waiting, they gave up barely 
nothing. My issue, for example: two sheets, one blanket, 
one pair of socks and that's it. Initially, they didn't even 
want to give us a fish-kit. A fish-kit is a bag filled with 
basic supplies, from a toothbrush, toothpowder, pen- 
filler, soap, spoon, cup, five envelopes, five sheets of 
paper, and some request forms, etc. We had to put up a 
fuss about what and when they did finally give us one, 
the one I received had a half-spoon, meaning the spoon 
they gave me is literally chopped and broken in half by 
the scoop part that you eat from. And they will not give 
me another spoon for nothing in the world. 

This is what happens when you are a revolutionary in 
institutions like corrupted Corcoran. They do everything 
they can to weaken and eventually break one's tenacious 
spirit by nit-picking and elaborately brutalizing the 
flesh and mental state of the revolutionary tot he point 
of submission, and if one does not submit, then he 
ultimately receives death. 

The beauty about it all is that the only way they 
can break me is if I allow them to, and so they will not 
break me, no matter what they do, for I am on a higher 
plane mentally-wise, and cannot be broken, especially 
by the mediocre games they play or the acts of brutality 
that they impose upon me, for I fear not death nor the 
challenges ahead. In fact, I welcome death, especially if 
my losing my life, it helps people to wake up in society 
as well as amongst us inmates/revolutionaries, giving 
them the influence to stand up and say, "No more!" And 
then begin to fight, not just by the sword, but by the 
pen, by using their heads for once and coming together 
as a collective body of revolutionaries whose fight is for 
liberation, justice, change and reform. 

Most inmates/convicts in here are cowards. They 
are quick to fight each other for the littlest things, but 
when it comes to their true enemy, the one who subjects 
them to the ills of mistreatment, brutality, deaths, and 
degradings, they cower like little mice trapped in a 
corner, afraid to confront the issues at hand. We shiver 
in fear of the very thought of putting up resistance 
towards the powers that be, for the powers that be have 
systematically instilled such fear within the social 
domain of this "underworld," causing us to bow down to 
whatever they dish out at us. 

Personally, I cannot sit back and watch another 
man/revolutionary/inmate get beat to death or neglected 
of his right to be a human being and not do anything 
about it, be he African, Mexican, Asian, white or other. 
If you are a human being, then you are my brother and 
I will not allow my brother to face adversity alone, for I 



learned a long time ago that "Alone we are powerless, but 
together our strength is measured in tenfolds." 

As I write this letter, I am in anger, not because of 
what they have done to me, but because what I see them 
doing to my fellow man each day in this life where the ills 
of our captives reign upon us like the warmonger Bush 
upon the Middle East. 

I am hurt to see so many of my revolutionary 
brothers bending over and accepting the loins of our 
enemies without putting up a fight or struggle to avoid 
the sodomy of our enemies' ill intent. 

I am hurt to see the soul of my fellow revolutionary 
brothers wither away into oblivion by treachery, 
humiliation and the onslaught of psychological tactics 
used to degenerate the mind-state of the revolutionary 
into a state of mush and/or into an adolescent coma, 
that leads to his escape from reality and into a state of 
hallucination. 

I am hurt to see so many of my fellow revolutionary 
brothers' families neglected, and who don't correspond 
witht heir loved ones within this "underworld," due to 
this "underworld's" ploy to limit us from as much support 
and contact from society as possible, so that this system 
may get away with treating us any ol' way, without fear of 
their actions being exposed to the public. 

I am hurt... I am hurt... I am hurt!... Because I see 
my fellow revolutionary brothers hurting and suffering 
every day, and although I have a voice, sometimes I feel 
powerless. I can only do so much, this I know, but like 
any loving older brother to his siblings, my desire is to 
protect everyone and shield them form harm's way, for 
their pain and their hurt is my pain and hurt, for we are 
all family in here, whether we wish to believe it or not. 
We must support and look out for each other as fellow 
revolutionary brothers or find ourselves victims of an 
unjust system... 

If I didn't have a cellie, they would have probably tried 
to starve me already. You see, I'm a vegetarian and they 
know it, yet, intentionally, they're constantly putting 
globs of meat on my tray and barely any vegetables. I'm 
not supposed to have meat on my tray in the first place, 
but these are the things they do to try and get one to 
submit and break to their wills. Right now I'm filing a 
complaint on the matter, but by that time and/or by the 
time it gets processed, months will have gone by and the 
damage will be done, because I'll probably be sucked up 
by then, because my cellie can only do so much, and 
these past few days that I've been here, I've been living 
on salad, bread and little snacks. 

But you know what, though? I love every moment 
of it, of what they're doing, because, truly, they're only 
making me stronger, more focused, more determined and 
more dedicated than ever, to combat them at any and all 
levels. The more they subject me and my revolutionary 
brothers, too, the greater the enemy they make out of 
me, for God forgives...! don't! 



rnr m/t mthoutcz 



LADARO PENNIX (CONT.) 



The Msuee Inaicle 

I've been in a state of deep frustration tethered by agitation and worry, 
for authorit ies, particularly at Pelican Bay, have truly gotten out of 
hand with much of their treachery, corruption, deception and ill-intent, 
to not only subject us to the crudest of unusual punishments, but also 
to mislead the public and our families on what really goes on within this 
underworld, which I call prison 

Of late, these officials have begun to act like prisoners — forming 
their own gangs and creating their own politics — rules that are barbaric, 
deliberately duplicitous, rogue-like, and an impeding encumbrance 
towards any form of reform. 

Recently an incident happened with the Southern Hispanics and 
the officials. Tension between both parties had been brewing, when 
the officials made it their business to begin falsely accusing inmates 
of conspiracy and throwing inmates in Ad.-Seg. (Administrative 
Segregation, aka "the hole,") for months at a time, with not a word 
of why they were being investigated. When the officials began to 
fabricate information, which caused many to get 48, 60 (months) and 
indeterminate SHU (security housing unit) terms for no reason at all, 
except for the administration's ploy to flip Pelican Bay's mainline into a 
"sensitive needs" mainline, inmates became enraged. 

This geared the Southern Hispanics to take the initiative. Before 
they could take the initiative, though, the officials caught wind of it and 
formed a plan of their own. When the Southern Hispanics confronted 
the situation, all hell broke loose and the end result was that a Southern 
Hispanic brother lost an eye. The officials went around the prison for 
weeks bragging about it, saying, "Yeah, they got one of us, but we got an 
eye!" They actually bragged about blinding a man! 

These are correctional officers who are supposed to be so-called 
civilized citizens, yet their conduct tells another story. Many of the 
people/inmates who try to put up a resistance towards the harassment, 
corruption and treachery that the administration pursues against us, 
find themselves in a calamity of aggravation, disturbance, exasperation, 
irritation and perturbation from these authorities' folly antics. They 
wear us down by not letting our mail get out, so that we can inform our 
families and the public of what's happening in here. 

When we file appeals and grievances, they either throw them away, 
impede the due-process by not giving us log-numbers on our appeals and 
grievances, and/or they just do a half job of investigating our complaints, 
which ultimately gets denied many times over, forcing us to take our 
complaints to Sacramento, and then to the courts. By that time, many 
more issues have arisen concerning the administration's corruption, 
making it difficult to follow suit with our initial complaints. 

In Pelican Bay you have to choose wisely what you eat and examine 
your food carefully, or you may wind up with a "single-cell" sandwich 
or something that will cause you to have stomach pains and diahhrea 
all night. Unfortunately, I have been a victim of a single-cell sandwich. 
For those who don't know, a single-cell sandwich is when a correctional 
officer ejaculates on your bread. 

I had written a complaint on a specific correctional officer 
concerning prior staff misconduct, which ranged from me being 
assaulted by him and several other staff, to threats that if I wrote any 
more complaints, what hey would do. When he found out what I had 
done, he comes to my door after passing out breakfast and lunch and 
says to me, "I hope you enjoyed that single-cell sandwich. Won't you 
write about that?" 

I first stood there in disbelief, unable to register or fathom what 
was just said to me. But once it did compute, I allowed my emotions to 
get the best of me and I just went on one. . .That's just some of the things 
that they do in here. 

Now let's talk about some of the beatings that occur around here. 
I was initially transferred and/or special transferred from Corcoran 
SHU to Pelican Bay SHU, back in December of 2001. The reason I was 
transferred was because of a physical altercation I had with correctional 
officers, which spawned behind me, participating in Ramadan. At the 
time the 9/11 incident was still fresh on everyone's mind and the 
authorities within here had strong ill feelings/ill-will towards all 
Muslim inmates. Though I'm not a Muslim, I participate in Ramadan 
each year for the fasting and cleansing of the body. When Ramadan 
came, there would be nights when they wouldn't even feed us and so, 
of course, I complained it and wrote it up. The officials at Corcoran 
were furious about my complaint, as if I was supposed to accept what 
they were doing. And so, to intimidate me, they opened my door during 
showers and tried to run in the cell and do their normal police brutality. 
Fortunately, I caught on after they handcuffed my cellie and refused to 
be handcuffed, and was prepared for them. After the smoke was clear, I 
was being sent to Pelican Bay and my cellie was sent to Tehachapi. 

When I arrived at Pelican Bay, it was about half-past sunset, and 
correctional officers stood side by side, slamming their fists into their 



hands to indicate their intentions. When the van pulled up in front 
of the SHU, the officers rushed to the van and opened the side door 
that was to be my exit. In the commotion, someone yelled, "Get out!" 
And before my feet hit the ground, I was snatched out of the van and 
slammed on my head. What followed was a shower of fists and kicks 
that seemed like would never end. They then dragged me into the SHU, 
down the corridors, until they reached Block CI. They then told me to 
stand up, but the cuffs were too tight on my ankles, so I couldn't. And 
so they picked me up — one grabbed me by the neck with both hands 
around my neck, to choke me. The other grabbed me by the testicles 
and squeezed. I tried by best not to cry out, but the pain was too 
intense. The rest grabbed me by the ankles and legs, and carried me 
into E-Pod. As I entered E-Pod, I could feel myself slipping away, as the 
officer's grip around my neck grew tighter and tighter. And so I did the 
only thing I could do to loosen his grip-I started flopping like a fish, 
which caught them by surprise and got the intended affect, causing 
them to drop me. When they dropped me they all piled up on me and did 
their normal police/correctional officer brutality. I didn't mind, though, 
because at that time I was just happy to be alive. They then threw me in 
the cell and left me in leg-irons and waist-chain shackles all night. 

If it wasn't for the brothers in the pod, (Africans, Hispanics and 
Whites) who demanded that I get medical attention and that they take 
me out of restraints, the officials would have left me that way for a 
couple of days, if not more. 

Recently there have been a number of incidents within Pelican 
Bay SHU where staff has used excessive force. An associate of mine, I'll 
call him Boy Wonder, informed me about constant harassment from a 
number of officials who searched his cell daily, tearing up and trashing 
his legal material and personal property. And after they broke his TV, 
he became fed up and put up a resistance. The result is that they beat 
him and broke his wrist and now he's recovering. The reason why 
they subjected him to all that harassment is because he's white, but 
associates with Blacks. Many officials in Pelican Bay don't like it when 
whites associate themselves with non-whites and so they get harassed 
by the officials to try and influence the inmates to, in the words of the 
officials, "Go back to their race." 

Pelican Bay officials are so shady that most of the knives that are 
found in the yard, they put there. When unity if forged amongst inmates 
and we begin to focus on the corruption and treachery of our jailors, 
these officials always find a way to create schism among the races, 
which eventually causes race riots, etc. Race riots are always incited 
by the officials in here. They like to see us go at each other like wild 
animals, as they sit back and laugh, make bets and gun us down like 
wild game. 

A correctional officer once told me the only reason why they run 
the prison the way they do and keep taking and taking and subjecting 
us to so much is because "Inmates are too ignorant to set aside their 
egos and their differences and stand together as one." 

I interpret ed that as: by inmates' constant denial that we are all 
one community and that what affects one group of inmates affects us 
all. ..that we hurt ourselves in the process, for our ignorance shields us 
from the reality of the power we can possess from being unified. 

George Jackson once wrote, "When the races start fighting, all you 
have is one maniac group against another. That's just what the pigs 
want." 

A majority of us inmates are so ignorant that we fail to recognize 
what's elaborately transparent to us every day. When we accept 
the brutality, the harassment, the threats, the racism, the divide- 
and-conquer tactics, the inhumane conditions, the corruption, the 
barbarism, the verbal assaults, the bigotry and the thousand brands 
of untruth that they dish out to us, our families and the public on a 
daily basis, that shows how ignorant we are. Ignorant people accept the 
conditions of depravity for ignorance, their ignorance that is a sickness 
that ills the mind with self-doubt, self-hatred and an overbearing ego 
that causes us to lose sight and/or focus of the corrupt conditions that 
plagues our existence. "To be free from such ignorance, we need to first 
educate ourselves and each other, so that ignorance, which is the lack 
of knowledge and/or the lack of knowing, will be no more, because when 
you know, you have knowledge of, ignorance has no place to exist." 

From there we can begin to create a united front that protects us 
from the conditions of corrections' barbaric treachery and corruption. 
There's a saying, "Together we stand, divided we fall!" As long as they 
keep us divided, meaning African, Mexican, White and others, we will 
continue to fall short of our goals and be victims of our circumstances. 
But the day we decide enough is enough and come together as human 
beings, is the day that change — positive change — will finally inherit 
this underworld that I call prison, and bring new growth within this 
community of confinement. New growth is overdue, so let's all take 
root together and sprout like the great oaks through the planes of the 
Greenland fields. 



we are all one community and that what affects 
one group of inmates affects us all 
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■ ■ W% HJI W% Please welcome Lisa Romero, a new poet from Central California Women's Facility at Chowchilla. 

LI J/l lm \JMww E flm \J In these first poems for The Beat Without, Lisa writes in "Lonely" how lonesome it is inside 
and wonders if anyone even remembers she's gone. In "Speed" she relates how the drug lures her to take it, then drops her down and 
abandons her when it's finished with her. 



Lonely 

I am trapped in a world that makes me feel lonely 

Time moves so slowly 
There is a world outside these walls that moves on 
I wonder if anyone knows I'm gone 
I wake up to the same thing day after day 
Knowing that I can't get away from me 
I have to learn to deal 
And take this time to heal 
So I lay on my bed and pray 
"Oh, God, please hear my cries" 



Speed 



Try it once and then you'll see 
How willingly you'll pay its fee 
I tell you now don't even start 
You'll loathe the jumping of your heart 
For a while you might love everyone 
But no one matters 
When you're looking for some 
Now you're awake 
While they're all sleeping 
And you should be laughing 
Or you are weeping 



M^^^J^^ W%^m W9^m Young Rock rocks us again with his latest poems. The first is to his mother, and in it he's able to paint 
v\^E ■ I EllEiBi an entire portrait in the pointillist style, where simple dots (simple words) create a complete image. 
Joey Perez sends us his poetic reflections from his hole-in-the-wall existence in the "Adjustment Center" at San Quentin State Prison. 



M\V\ng The A\omenra 

My Mother's Pain — Birth — Instant Love 

Beauty Created — Pain Forgot — Hugs 

Home — Evolved — Taught 

My First Word — Mama 

My First Steps In Learning To Walk. 

Unconditional Love — Burdens — Years Without Your 

Presence 

Adolescence — Stress Eating My Soul — My Life 
Unpleasant 

Alone — Lost — In A Whirlwind 

My Life Close Caption — Material Wishes — Trapped In 
Sin 

The Return — But Too Late — A Slave For Cash 

Sold My Soul — Freedom Snatched — Consequences 

For Living Fast 

My Past — Walking In Trances — Mirrored Glances 
Separated — My Being — My Mother's Kiss 
Affections Needed — A Mad Man Screams — It Hurts To 
Reminisce 



Oee 

(Written for and dedicated to my best friend, my sister, 
Jessica F. Perez) 
Look into the world of my eyes. What do you see? 
Hurt in my soul, inflicted by life's misery. 
Trials are draggin', look at these chains, 
Enslaved by struggle, Oh... and these pains. 

I'm losing my mind, fighting to be free 
In a corrupted world. I just want some peace. 
I just want to go fly far away, 
That life will be free some day. 

The life I see is you and me, 
The unknown is a mystery. 
The life we grow is pain we share, 
Sorrow does not spare who really cares. 

The life I see is you and me, 
The reflections of two struggling to be. 
The world is lost, lord help find our way, 
So unconditional love may find its place. 



For Brittany Amirrih Ami, An Image Of A Pure Woman 

Listening to your heart and allowing it to become your compass will provide you with the 
strength you need to grow and glow, like the rainbow from which a pot of gold awaits at 
the end. 

That gold sweetness, be that true and undying love, thug love, or whatever love you 
may believe in. but not counterfeit or anything fake or without meaning. Everything that's 
created has a position in this life to play, but it's up to you to identify what position you 
want to play in your life. 

Accepting "game" and knowledge when it's presented brings about change in one's 

life. 

A girl becomes a woman when she allows her heart to understand the position and 
responsibilities of being a pure woman without the games which lie in a child's heart. 
She must also learn to balance and accept the bad with the good in life. 



learn to 
balance 
and accept 
the bad 
with the 
good in 
life. 
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IJ|#I I I M £1 IM 4^ 19 M ^% William Grajeda, a classic Beat writer drops game on us again this week with the 

W I ■LaLI.# l %fYI Ull/liJE following piece. He writes about the struggles that people of the ghetto go through. 

As usual, he spits the real, raw and uncut game, so open up your ears! Unfortunately, William has found himself entangled in the web of 
the system once again. This time, he writes to us from Santa Rita County Jail. Such a shame. 



I might be so bold as to suggest, that this "ghetto class" is exactly how society 
would have it. Otherwise they would have no charities to give to or tears to 
weep as they volunteer at the Salvation Army kitchen line. 



Of -Che Qh 

So here I am sitting in my gray and white concrete prison cage and 
it feels like it's snowing Antarctica in here, I mean you can see 
yourself breathing and you begin to catch the sniffles as you put 
on some thermals and you know that the ancient winds of winter is 
approaching near once again like it has returned since the beginning 
of our time. You curse the whispers of the winter's wind as you feel 
it pinch your soft cheek and chills your warm lungs, yet you smile 
as you feel a drop of rain upon your brow and you remember some 
distant memory of a Christmas Eve or the feeling that you get when 
you are holding a hot cup of cocoa and you bring it close to your 
face so you can feel the warm steam that briefly caresses your frosty 
nose. 

One minute you are cursing the winters wind and in the next 
moment you are smiling and embracing the winters breeze like 
there was no tomorrow. So here you are caught in this love and hate 
relationship with the cruel touch of winter's warm caress; "I hate 
you, I hate you, I hate you."... you whisper in a quite rage; do away 
old winter, go away. I can't stand you... but as it rains and the winter 
winds blow even colder you stand by a fire, you hold you cup of coca 
and let the hot steam warm your red nose while you hug your coat a 
little closer to your chest and then you smile and sigh, "ahhh, that 
feels so good, ahhh, that feels so good." I wouldn't change places with 
anyone in the whole world, you think to yourself in that moment. (Not 
even with the person who is on the other side of the world catching 
a sun tan on the beach) On second thought... hmm... No, in that 
moment you have found the perfect state of mind that brings you in 
perfect harmony with nature. You feel the cruel biting wind of winters 
breath on the back of your neck, yet you feel the gentle warmth of 
your hot cup of cocoa traveling down your chest spreading and your 
winter coat tightly keeping you safe from old winters rough hand. 

So you find yourself in between this love and hate war of pain 
and pleasure, you And pleasure, you And pain: a soft caress, a rough 
bite, a gentle touch, a cruel pinch... You chase a touch of pleasure 
... come to me, come to me, I shall caress my pleasure and enjoy its 
touch. You chase a rough bite of pain, come, I can handle you, come 
on rough bite and bite me, for I shall bite back indeed. 

Love and hate, pain and pleasure, happiness and sadness, 
heaven and hell, spring and winter, darkness and light, inferno and 
paradise, a gentle kiss and a rough bite, a soft touch and a cruel pinch 
— so you have ups and downs and some of us have extreme ups and 
extreme downs, so we And ourselves in between this war of inherent 
conflicting natures born from the fabric of our universal soul and 
reshaped by our individual conscious perceptions that is under the 
ever omnipotent influence of the revolving world. 

So here I am caught in a war trying to find the balance in 
between winter's gentle caress and its cruel touch, and so there you 
are caught in your private world trying to find the balance in between 
your conflicting worlds of emotions. Verily, so do we find life in the 
fast lanes and in la vida loca; we hate it one minute, yet in the next 
moment we find ourselves in love with it. We are torn by the two 
realities that have forged the very creation of our living experiences, 
of which we are the very reflections of its life and the tug of war 
struggle that rages in the confusion of our young hearts. 

Just like winter must come and spring shall soon follow there 
after, just like there is no separation between the two realities of 
inferno and paradise, just like there is no warmth without coldness, 
just like there is no pleasure without a measure of pain, as we become 
inherently a part of the conflicting natures of our external realities 
and we begin to reflect the very natures of our nature that keeps the 
fast life moving at reckless speeds and keeps the unruliness unruly 
in the desolate streets of the ghetto class. 

Just like there is no rich class without a poor class, there is 
no full-stomach class without a empty stomach class and like we 
of all classes must become a part of winter and spring's inherent 
life and death condition, so do we of the ghetto class learn how 
to survive through the examples and influences of our poverty 
ridden environment. And so it is, that we of the ghetto class are 
the reflections of the stark realities that have come into existence 
through the economic conditions and social deteriorations that 



follows when a community or a piece of our society is ignored, 
deprived, or excluded from the growth of its collective whole, from its 
own mother's hand. 

With that said, if I might be so bold as to suggest, that this 
"ghetto class" is exactly how society would have it. Otherwise they 
would have no charities to give to or tears to weep as they volunteer 
at the Salvation Army kitchen line. Furthermore, if I maybe so bold 
as to suggest; that in fact if there wasn't a ghetto class to incarcerate, 
to weep over, to give charity to I fear that the cruel mother who has 
snatched the pacifier from one of her neglected children would 
soon lose her sense of weeping and perhaps may even abandon her 
last remnants of compassion altogether and sooner turn into that 
wicked stepmother who becomes the iron will of tyranny, which 
soon gives birth to the next generation of a preschool of oppression 
that will soon graduate to the inevitable classes of anarchy, extreme 
liberalism, anti-conformity and criminal ideas that reach a state of 
mind that finds moral justifications to burn its cold torch as it makes 
its way through the lightless shadows of the dragon's dungeon. But 
as I said previously, this is quite a bold suggestion, or shall I say 
a rather disagreeable one considering that the mother does keep a 
warm pacifier in majority of her children's mouths. 

Okay, so now that we understand that the ghetto class born 
from the poverty of economic deprivations and negation from its 
mother who left its child in the shadows of vagrancy to gradually 
succumb to the inevitable fate of social deteriorations is a fact of life 
and a condition that has come into existence within our society, of 
which we have come to accept as a part of our reality and like winter 
and spring is to our nature, so is the ghetto class to our society of 
classes. 

I suppose then that the pressing question is: Why is there 
so much lamenting? So many crocodile tears, so many charities, 
so many vocal concerns about the ghetto class, but never enough 
"whys" to actually change the ghetto class conditions??? It would 
appear that the more affluent classes of our society would rather find 
an economic advantage to benefit from the ghetto class by building 
more prisons, institutions, Juvenile Halls, and making stricter laws, 
while at the same time they continue to keep the communities in the 
ghetto class buried further in years of economic deprivation poverty 
and allowing its education system to deteriorate as fast as their last 
pair of ghetto shoes will last. 

Yes, I do find it quite ironic that the affluent classes would 
lament over the ghetto class and weep tears of concern with their silk 
Kleenex, while at the same time they smile and sign their monthly 
paychecks for the next construction of a new prison and their first 
vote is for the propositions that will further keep the ghetto class in 
the ghetto. 

So let's keep it real... the ghetto classes don't want to hear the 
affluent classes weep crocodile tears and the affluent classes don't 
really want to weep for its ghetto classes. So what is it going to take 
to make a difference or to help the ghetto class improve its social and 
moral conditions? Hmmm, well if you can get some ghetto leadership 
in the ghetto and a little bit of ghetto love to go along with it and if 
you can get the ghetto class back in school long enough to graduate 
and become more economically resourceful without a few felonies on 
their jackets, then perhaps we will begin to solve that problem. 

Until then, the ghetto classes will continue to graduate in the 
schools of slanging, banging, pimping, jacking, hustling, scheming, 
plotting mischiefs, tricking, dope fiending, robbing and etc. etc. etc... 
And all we in the ghetto class will do is congratulate those, few who 
make it out of the ghetto without a felony on their jacket, or we will 
hate on them because they are a reminder of what you failed to do; 
we failed to do in our own ignorance. And as for the affluent classes 
of our society, well all they will continue to do is weep crocodile tears 
in their charity buckets while they write the monthly pay checks for 
the next prison and juvenile system to be built and vote on the next 
proposition xx that will take money from the school districts and 
ghetto communities that are already bankrupt. 

That is the reality of the ghetto class in our society and I am just 
keeping it real from a ghetto perspective. After all, I am the offspring 
of a generation of ghetto classes. 
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1J|# I ■ ■ M 1111 |UI ^TUI 119 €^T^^ Al William M. Thurston writes another powerful, insightful piece about 
WILLI#%lffl I Via I ^1 I %^IM dreams — the death of dreams — and the real consequences of letting 

them go. As always, William puts it down to teach others, and to remind himself of, what he wants out of life. William writes us from 
California State Prison, Solano in Vacaville, CA. 



Six months after my birthday I'd made up my mind that joining the 
Army was what I wanted to do. I tried to enlist. They didn't want me. 
Turns out that my juvenile record had never been sealed. 



I'm forty-one years old now and I've been to state prison 
Ave times. No violations. All new terms. Three years here. 
Four years there. Two-, Ave-, and six-year terms. The six- 
year term being my first (in 1987). I haven't seen one single 
holiday or birthday on the streets since 1987. 

I was 25 years old when I first stepped foot on a prison 
yard. The CDC (California Department of Corrections) 
number given me was an E-2072, that means that I was the 
two thousand seventy-second man in the state of California 
to have received an "E" number. They were giving a lot of 
"E" numbers back then, and "E" numbers didn't get "any" 
respect. Having an "E" number meant that we were "first- 
termers" (first time in prison), and being a first-termer was 
like being at the bottom of the totem pole, the ugly duckling 
or the black sheep. That is, unless you knew people who'd 
been here for years already, or was hooked up on the streets 
with a bunch of homeboys or affiliated or associated with a 
gang. If that was the case, a first-termer really didn't have 
much to worry about. 

But on the other hand, if you were a first-termer and 
didn't know anybody, didn't have anything or anybody, 
then you were pretty much, excuse my language, "up shit 
creek!" 

Me? I was somewhat fortunate I guess. I came from a 
small family, raised in Oakland, California. Went to a couple 
of the rowdiest schools in West Oakland during that era 
(Woodrow Wilson Jr. High, Lowell Jr. High, and McClymonds 
High school). And yeah, I was pretty tough. At least that's 
how I saw it. I played Pop Warner and Junior Varsity football, 
had who was probably one of the finest ladies around, kept 
a little bread (money) working at my dad's restaurant, plus, 
did a few other things on the side that kept my pockets fat. 
But I was young and messed my money off on milkshakes, 
apple pies, pinball machines, expensive clothes, hoopties 
(old cars), and the Lux and Roxie Theaters. 

My entire life changed when I was fifteen years old. My 
cousin and I had just left from the Lux Theater downtown. 
The "Invisible Fist" (a kung fu movie) was playing. My 
cousin (who was 22 years old at the time) moved here from 
Texas and had only been in California for six months or so. 

After the movie we (my cousin and I) were sitting at 
the bus stop downtown on 14th and Broadway awaiting 
the 88 to take us back down Market Street to my mother's 
house. Before the 88 arrived, another bus pulled up to the 
stop and sailor stepped out. He must've been on his first 
day of a weekend leave, dressed all up in his sailor suit, 
boots spit-shined, duffel bag slung over his shoulder, and 
the biggest smile on his face. Well, before I realized what 
was going on, my cousin snatched his duffel bag and ran off 
down Broadway. My cousin was charged with strong-armed 
robbery. I was charged with aiding and abetting a robbery. 

My cousin was twenty- two years old. I was fifteen. My 
cousin had done jail time before in Texas. For the robbery 
he did three days in North County, then was released on his 
own recognizance, made a few court appearances after that 
was placed on probation for a year and was ordered to pay a 
small fine. 



Me. I was fifteen. First time in jail. I was never released. 
My sentence for my part of the crime — two years at Los 
Ceros Senior Boys Camp in San Leandro (150th). During 
the sentencing phase of my case, the judge assured my 
mother that if I were to remain clean (free of arrest and 
out of trouble) upon my release, after serving my two-year 
sentence, up until my eighteenth birthday, my juvenile 
record would be sealed. 

Well, I did my time (the two years), and I walked through 
those doors a free man at seventeen, and for the next year, 
I spent as much time as I possibly could with my family, 
my girlfriend of six years (who'd remain by my side during 
my two-year stay at Los Ceros), and our newborn daughter, 
Jennifer. I worked and did all the right things that would 
keep me safe and away from jail. 

Before I knew it, the year had gone and passed and my 
eighteenth birthday rolled around. Six months after my 
birthday I'd made up my mind that joining the Army was 
what I wanted to do. I tried to enlist. They didn't want me. 
Turns out that my juvenile record had never been sealed. 
"Maybe there were some kind of mix up with the computers 
or something," I kept telling myself. So I didn't give up. I 
was determined to join the service, to do something with my 
life. To be somebody. To be proud of myself and to make my 
family proud of me and to secure some type of future for my 
family, my child and the children I was sure would come. 

I then tried to join the Navy and the Air Force. The 
Marines, the National Guard, and even the Army Reserves, 
all in the same day. All recruiting offices in the same 
building. But everywhere I went, my juvenile record still 
existed. Depriving me of the thing I really wanted and 
needed to do most. From that point on, my whole life went 
downhill. 

I got involved with a local gang. A couple of years later 
I put together my own. With that came the crime and the 
drugs and the "I don't give a damn anymore" attitude. I 
hated the law and had declared war with it. First of all, for 
locking me up for all the time in the first place. Secondly, 
because it lied to me. Lied to me, keeping me away from my 
dream. My rightful future. My rightful place in life as a man. 
A man of independence. If there was a law to be broken, my 
heart was set on breaking it. And I did. I did. Over and over 
again. Yes, I'd given up on my dream. I'd giving up on myself 
and the man I was destined to be. I didn't realize it until 
later along in life that when I'd given up on myself, I'd also 
given up on all those who loved and cared for me. 

I share this part of my life with you simply to come 
to this conclusion: "NEVER GIVE UP ON YOUR DREAM!" 
The dream of being somebody and making something of 
yourself. That's where I made "my" big mistake. I gave 
up. When things get rough or when things don't go the 
way we want them to or the way we've planned, we get 
frustrated. But believe me, giving up only makes the rough 
times rougher, the tough times tougher, the gloomy times 
gloomier. We have to try to remember that anything that's 
broken can be fixed. So let's fix (put back together) our lives 
and shoot for the stars again. It's never too late. Even for an 
old "E" number like me. 
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■ |VIb^% Je-no was a righteous contributor to The Beat Within's Santa Clara edition for a couple months — he dropped solid 
|JE B I1I\/ rhymes every week from his temporary home in the max unit, and each week that we walked in we were treated to 
handshake and a handoff of the pieces he'd already composed for The Beat during the week. We lost touch with Je-no a few months ago 
when he was transferred to his placement, but he hit up our mailbox all the way from Glen Mills School in Pennsylvania. We hope Je-no 
keeps the pieces coming, and we hope you enjoy his Big Beat debut below. 



Lost In The Jungle 

Tell me the reason why I'm lost in the jungle 
the fakest cats speak loud but the real stay humble 
It's the truth, the jungle wasn't made fa most of our youth 
they need to get it through they head that none of us is 
bulletproof 
But who am I to decide who dies? 
Dry my momma's eyes 
lost in the war because the jungle got me traumatized 
Closed caskets all I see in my nightmares 
you wanna know who in it? I ain't quite there 
You could still see my eyes bloodshot in the dark 
my brother still got a spot in my heart 
Got me lost in the jungle 

(chorus 2x) 
Every day I sit and pray, lost and astray 
got my head spinnin' in circles, knuckles bloody and 
purple 
from punchin' the walls 
stressed out, see the devil strollin' down the hall 
but I refuse to fall 'cause I could neva be stopped 

I got to let the world know 
I been lost in the struggle since 1994 
When my pops died, tears dried 



1 1 years old when I learned to ride 
but now I see the other side 
brother died, didn't cry 
My lyrics be so explosive 
but my listeners be in hypnosis 

I got to get this dough quick 
even on my last breath I'll hold it 
Now if you met a poet who was thugged out 
like 2Pac and many more raised from a drug house 
stuck in this ghetto war that we fightin' 
Well I guess I'm a captain 
if I wasn't then I wouldn't be rappin' 
it wouldn't happen 
They wanted me to fall 
but all I did was stumble 
stayed on my feet 
but I'm still lost in the jungle. 
Holla 

To those that's lost in the jungle, it's time to crawl out of 
this hellhole we was conceived in that we call the ghetto. 
It's time for a change, brotha, and remember my words: 
They can't stop me from bein' the truth or speakin' the 
truth — they could send me to Africa. And to The Beat 
Within and to those that thought I was out of tha picture 
— neva! I'm unstoppable, boy — remember that! I'm out. 



■J! |9u^n^fc€ Marcos is a young volunteer in the office 
IVIjr%lm at The Beat Within. He helps us type and 

do general office work. He works hard and is learning more and 
more each day. He is slowly becoming an asset to us. PS, he is only 
eleven years old! In the following story, he writes about some of 
his childhood memories. We hope to hear more from him! 



W\ Jt%#m AI#IIVIC David Akins is back, folks! 
EJwW 11^ Jf^l% I Mm & He writes to us from Yolo 
County Jail in Woodland, California. He's unfortunately caught 
his Third strike and is sitting in jail fighting his case. We wish 
him the best of luck. We hope you readers of his poetry will get 
something from his poems. 



ChiJcfh o od A\en ohea 

My mom and my dad were taking a family picture. I 
don't know how it happened but my dad started to 
yell at my mom. So she called the police and they 
took him to jail. 

I didn't grow up with a dad so I was always 
around girls. One time my mom showed me a 
picture of my dad. I got mad because I saw him with 
my sister instead of me. But I kept it to myself. I 
don't get to see my brothers and sisters a lot. My 
mom told me that my aunt took them away. 

When my 4th birthday was coming up we moved 
to Potrero Hill Projects. It was all right until my 
cousin moved there. She started to tell lies about 
my mom. She was saying things like crack heads 
and dope fiends. All those years they tried to burn 
down our house and blow it up. One time they shot 
someone named Red for being her friend. 

When we finally moved from there, we stayed 
with my cousins. Then we moved to Richmond and 
back to San Francisco. I'm happy we don't have to 
move around anymore. 



Tweaker 

Up all day 
Up all night 
We sit and tweak 

Until it's light 
The things we do 
Because we're high 
Are usually things 
To make time fly 
We take things apart 
That don't need to be fixed 
Getting them back together 
Is usually the trick 
Extra parts? 



Nothing new 
Not so many 
Just a few 
Clean the house 
Do the floor 
Trying to find 
The all night stores 

Take a break 
And smoke a bowl 

Staying high 
Is the ultimate goal 
It doesn't matter 
What you do 
If this makes sense 
You're a tweaker too. 



Why don't people just be real? 
And show exactly how they feel? 
Why are they scared? 
What are they trying to prove? 
Life's a game of chess. 
And it's your move. 
When brought into this world, 
You were given no plan, 
Why says your supposed to understand? 
Shuck the future, shuck the past 
As far as I'm is concerned, 
The world can kiss my ass! 
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1 llil E C liH MH ^% 1V1 1VM Readers and writers of The Beat sometimes come to us through mysterious paths. For example, 
tMw^MwU Ei v IVI I If l#%IH IH first-time contributor James McMann, who is counting down the weeks before his release from San 
Quentin State Prison, received a copy of The Beat in the mail, though he had never heard of us before, and has no idea who asked that we send 
him one! Whoever it was, James responded with his own searing poetry of self (and societal) criticism. (We only wish we understood Greek and 
Latin so we would understand all his references.) 



Thaumaturgy 

Noises from a dead tongue 
Speaking of my catastrophe, 
Internalized. 
The entrancing irritation 
Of relational torques and tensions, 
Cities full of speculation, 
Blurring accurate assessment, 
Reconstituting disorder, 
Leaving me grubbing in the ashes. 
Such accidents have no interest 
In vulgar extenuating circumstances! 
Disjunction of the soul. 
Art and sex 
Replacing death, 
A vaguely fetid garden of rewards! 

Outside 

I can't speak the thoughts within my mind 
Without attracting venomous 
Looks and accusations. 
They'll wonder what is wrong with me, 
So I keep silent and observe 
Their petty little ways. 

On the outside looking in 
It's all so strange and disturbing 
On the outside, on the outside 
Never walking through the door. 

There are times when I assimilate 
The act they put on 
On their stage 
It helps me to walk down the street 
Without unwanted notice 
From their eyes. 

On the outside looking in 
It's all so strange and disturbing 
On the outside, on the outside 
A wolf in sheep's clothing. 

Sometimes I try to understand 
But I can only mimic 
What they say and what they do. 
Please don't ask me questions. 
I don't want to have to make up lies 
To fit your expectations. 

On the outside looking in 
It's all so strange and disturbing 
On the outside, on the outside 
Pick a costume to blend in. 



Soc itxbLe 
Those nights so wild so lonely 
Filled withed music and dancing 
And flashing lights 
South of Market scene 
If you know what I mean 
Come on, we've all been there 
And if the night came when I was sociable 
I wouldn't know what to do 
I wouldn't know what to say 
And I wouldn't have a clue of who I was 
It's all so confusing. 

Those friends we keep around us 
With an ear for our lies 

And pretensions 
Not that they will know 
They only see what we show 
Come on, we've all been there. 
And if the night came when I was sociable 
I wouldn't know what to do 
I wouldn't know what to say 
And I wouldn't have a clue of who was 
It's all so confusing. 

Those demons deep inside us 
We hide from ourselves 

So we can escape 
We drink and we smoke 
Playing like all's a joke 
Come on we've all been there 
And if the night came when I was sociable 
I wouldn't know what to do 
I wouldn't know what to say 
And I wouldn't have a clue of who I was 
It's all so confusing. 



I keep silent and observe 
Their petty little ways. 



It don't mean I'm sorry 
I cant comprehend what that means. 
I don't understand where 
that emotion is coming from. 
And if you try to see me 
I will gather shadows around me. 
I wont be pestered by your kind again. 

On the outside looking in 
It's all so strange and disturbing 
On the outside, on the outside 
A stranger 'til the end. 



Themistocles 

Apprehensive; 

Constantly alert without a moment's respite 

Uncleanly beguiled by the ugliness of affection 
Banished and abandoned from the self I've grown 
accustomed to. 
Distraught; 

Like Plato's seventh epistle 

Kept in a Syracuse by a Dionysus 

Like a bird longing to take wing. 

Unbearable; 

No hope on this side, no salvation on the other 
Attentively nursing my grave preoccupations 

In flight from my uncouthly saddled 

infamy. 
Desperate; 

Seeking some vantage from which to understand 
Accounting the debts owed to myself 
Welcoming my freedom in Persia. 
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Drowning in a blackened pool 
Of Morbid degradation. 
Embracing a vicious cycle 

Of self-annihilation. 
Debasement of every action 
Regardless of motivation. 
A headlong rush into a wreckage 
Hateful in this deprivation 

I'm just a — 
Human time bomb walking! 

Flying out of the realm 
Of controlled action. 
Transpersonal compulsions 
Every day has lost attraction. 
Everything in life has been 
One big disappointment. 
Depression twisting into rage 
A mental dismemberment. 

I'm just a — 
Human time bomb walking! 

Overwhelmed and overcome 
Decaying personality. 
Consciousness off center 
Deadened psychologically. 
Desire transformed to malice 
Perception twisted, recognition. 
The things in life with radiance 
Are losing its illumination. 

I'm just a — 
Human time bomb walking! 



(CONT.) 

I've a tendency to 
hate the people 
I haven't treated 
very well 



The fu^ple S\gn 

The sun does not shine 
In this cavernus invernus. 

Abcessic spherea 
Purpureum signum draconis. 

The realm morphogenic 
Landscapes cold and airy 
Monolithos mark the shrine 
Observed by bella morte. 



Complicated 

You see beyond the peacock 
Showing off his feathers to the peahen 
Logic is comforting where 
Morality doesn't interfere 
The needs of the mentally deprived 

Fairly contemptible. 
Perhaps going mad might be easier 
Than trying to understand. 

I've a tendency to hate the people 
I haven't treated very well 
Convince myself they are monstrosities 
Then guilt is not as black as I secretly know it to be 
Shifting blame, avoiding guilt 
To keep a good opinion of myself. 
Perhaps going mad might be easier 
Than trying to understand. 

The constant unattractive 
Human nature, complications 
Are you feeling ill? You're still beside me! 
All the remorseful things are dying 

All the interests, all the crying 
Plagiarized what I wish my life to be. 
Perhaps going mad might be easier 
Than to try to understand. 



Principium viarum 
Domini thanatos 
To reign is worth 
ambition 

Pura necare deus. 



The flies 

buzzed 
In a great 

peace, 
Depositing 

larva 

In the 
festering 

sores 

Of the 
stricken one 



Morituri Te Salutant! 

Ave.... 
Morituri Te Salutant! 

In a state of 
Unrelenting discomfiture 
Too consumed with 
Exhaustion to groan, 
The flies buzzed 
In a great peace, 
Depositing larva 
In the festering sores 
Of the stricken one. 

Sweltering heat 
Plant life, humidity 
Fertile environment 
For infection. 

Stigmatic horror 
Reflecting society. 
Replicating butchers' bill, 

Just digits set to paper. 
Consummate the marriage, 
Science and politics. 
Such a pretty offspring, 
The death off countless millions. 
Hail.... 

Those who are about to die salute you! 



The &iN-h Of The Son 

Decaying mass 
In the center of 
The human form. 
A blackened ooze 
Full of poison 
That will soon be born. 
Festering sore 

Full of puss 
The body cavity 
Infectious waste 

Permeating 
Through anatomy. 
Incubating in the 
Mass of filth 
The parasite. 
Intestinal 
Dripping sewage 
Reeking morticite. 
Pressure building 
Methane heating 
Up the ring below. 
Unholy septic tank 
Is full and it 
Soon will blow. 
Violent defecation 
Of the son of God! 



Polarized 

Your words are 
Insubstantial. 
You drip with 
Insincerity. 
Internal landscape 
Dismal. 
Hot winds bring your 
Disparity. 
No conscience 

Brutalized. 
No accounting 
Accurately. 
Belligerence 
You are grotesque! 
Fade to 
Irrelevancy! 

Phobia of 
Reflections. 
Shattered glass 
Devastation. 
Perception 
Polarized. 
Where is our 
Indignation? 
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f ■ ■ WLM WkM WLM r *f 1 M^ m Writin 9 from Salinas Valley State Prison, veteran BWO writer SunMan'sLight, shares his 

v %M M^M I Iv &^mm%MWm I light on the controversy now surrounding the shooting of San Francisco Police Officer 

Isaac Espinoza. While the police cry for the death penalty for the alleged shooter, SunMan'sLight asks why they havent shown the same 
concern for the many, many people of color (all colors, including white) who have been the victim of murder in the Projects. 



The /AeZ&ge. Hqa Been H©qN 

Since the murder of a police officer in San Francisco 
recently, not a day goes by I have not heard how his fellow 
officers now "want to send a message that the justice 
system has the backs of police officers who put their lives 
on the line everyday. " 

"Send a message," they cry out to the San Francisco 
district attorney, the California attorney general , and to 
Governor Schwarzenegger. 

Each time, I am left wondering why are these same law 
enforcement officials never heard in unison, as they now 
are after the murder of one of their own, when someone is 
murdered in the Projects? 

If no one else heard their cries, I am certain those men, 
women and children, living inside the Projects, their lives 
"on the line every day," have, loud and clear. "The police 
don't care until it is one of their own." 

How many children, how many adults, black, brown, 
white, have been murdered in San Francisco? How many 
times have the police united, and demanded the lives of the 
perpetrators who committed those murders be taken by the 
state? How can they, with this kind of message being sent 



out to them, believe in and trust the system? 

Is it any wonder that the attitude of those living in the 
Projects is, "Us against them?" 

A young black woman living in the Projects, who was 
shot six times as her son watched through the window, 
recently requested "the system" she is trapped in move 
her to another area where she and her family would be 
safe. That request was denied. If she was a member of the 
San Francisco Police force, would her request have been 
granted? 

There is no way to know how many years of work 
and effort put into giving troubled children hope that the 
system will eventually work for them has been ripped away 
by this. Just as we began to sense they are listening, and 
will act upon those ideas we share that are conducive to 
positive change in their lives, a message is sent out that the 
system does not care about them. 

What do we now do in turn? 

I suppose what we always have done: tell them the truth, 
that the system is imperfect, and often outright sucks — as 
they have known all along. 

But, be sure they know the only way out is to care about 
themselves. 



WW ■ VJ writes to us from his placement in Old Town, Maryland. One of his friends at the placement informed him about 
V J The Beat and he's been dropping us rhymes ever since. We look forward to hearing more from him. He has some 
powerful poems here. 



Best Part Of Me 

(In Memory Of Shaun Loomis (my brother) 1984-2001) 

Everyday I get these tears that shed missing you. Never thought 
you would be dead. Dry blood you sweat, still on your head. Laying 
in the hospital bed I cry all the time when I think of you. Reminisce 
all the time, now all I can do is put these memories in a line so I'm 
gonna remember you in a rhyme. 

You were the best part of me Loominater and Veasey, never 
thought the end would be. 

I used to get teased and called Re Re. You used to stick up for me 
now I realize I gotta stick up for me. I still ask and wonder why you 
had to leave. I turned to weed and wanting to sell crack to fiends I 
just want you to know you were the best part of me Loominater and 
Veasey, never thought the end would be. 



As I sit here thinking of you I'm missing you. I know you're missing 
me too, we may be far but our love will bring us together. No our 
brother dying was not easy but like me and you we will be reunited 
some night. The journey through life was rough, sometimes we 
wanted to end it and say it's enough, but we stuck through it. 

I remember in the courtroom when we sat there in shackles and 
handcuff, when I seen you I didn't stop and take time to think of what 
I was doing so I kept going. That was the most awkward moment in 
my life, but still all I wanted was to mess up and fight. 

Sometimes I want to still give up on life, but I know I gotta do 
what's right. It might seem like we're far, but in our heart's we're 
close together, we will always be close together forever even though 
we might have to talk thru letters. It'll get better. 



The Ody I Z)ie 

On the day I die... 

I wonder if my principles and beliefs will 
have meant anything. I wonder if I will have 
truly served my purpose in life, or if there was 
still more left for me to do. 

On the day I die... 

I wonder if the world will miss me, or if I will 
even be remembered for anything in this world 
that I did, whether good or bad. 

On the day I die... 

I wonder how my heart will feel about death 
and the life I lived, 'cause right now my heart 
doesn't fear death, and I lived life the way I 
wanted. 

On the day I die... 

I wonder if anyone will mourn my loss, and 
come to my funeral. I know I don't want any 
tears to be shed, be happy for me that I'm not 
living in misery any more. 

On the day I die... 

I will be happy and finally have found 
peace. 

PQ»» 

On the day I die... 

I wonder how my heart will feel about death 
and the life I lived 
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I WkM Af I € I U WkM € IkB "Sleep Walking" is the second knockout piece from Innis Johnson, another 
IIUNI v *M \J a^al mlM v \m m^M of our excellent Texas writers, and he definitely takes on an interesting 
ride in this story. So we ask, do you recognize yourself? Innis writes us from Texas Department of Corrections in 
Beeville, Texas, where he is serving a life sentence. 



Sleep Walking 

Every day when I wake up (sometime's 
a lil' after but most times before that), I 
perform the same hygiene practice. Jump 
in the shower, brush my grill and my fade, 
put the cosmetics on and get clean enough 
to go to heaven. The whole time I'm doing 
my thang, Moma talking about nothing 
— "Boy, you need to take yo' butt either 
back up to that school or find a damn J- 
O-B, 'cause you ain't gon' blah! blah! blah! 
blah!" — like I said, she talking about 
nothing. She don't stop with the nothing 
either. I hear it, but, homie, I ain't paying 
it no mind, I'm looking for my keys. Ya 
dig? I find 'em, tell her a lie, say bye-bye, 
and out the door I go. 

I jump in my slab, crank it up, turn 
Scarface on and hit 'em, wake everybody 
that's asleep in tha 'hood up. I sit there 
in the driveway for a few minutes and get 
my Jamaican pass-time on while I think 
about why moma steady stressing me 
about a bullshhh J-O-B when I'm already 
making fo'-sho'-doe. Ya dig? But I don't 
let the thought sit on my mind too long 
before I'm on the freeway. 

I'm feeling like the city of H-town 
looking right now, real good. I drop by 
a few spots, holla at a few bups, and 
head to the set where me and my patnas 
accumulate our knots, feel me? As soon 
as I pulled up, the fiends that love to see 
me ran up on me. Sixty seconds ain't 
went by since I been on the set — six big 
faces, just like that! To me, it don't get no 
better than this life right here. 

I got a patna, OV JayShaun, he goes to 
a junior college. I see him getting on and 



off the bus every day going and coming. 
The clown always asking me for some 
ends. I ask tha clown a million times, "Jay, 
why you wasting yo' time in school, fool? 
We all out here riding slabs and getting 
cash out. You broke as Iraq fool!" But he 
don't pay is no mind. He's so stupid, he 
thinks them white folks gon' hire a black 
man in a high corporate position. I tell' 
em, "I feel sorry for you, fool." But he tells 
me he feels sorry for us. We laugh at him, 
because like I said, he's a clown. Ya dig? 
Me and the rest of my patnas all got slabs, 
we all got cash and we trade stacks only 
when it comes to the dice game, ya dig? 

You already know that serving up 
monstas ain't the only way a playa get his 
row out. So between serving, drinking, 
and blowing all day, we shoot 'em up 
also. By time we realize it, the sun done 
went down and playa gotta go get refitted, 
'cause no matter what night it is ,we hit 
the clubs 4-sho seven days a week. I go 
to the crib, get clean again, meet back up 
with my patnas. You see, when we hit tha 
club, we hit tha club about 10 deep, each 
playa got his own slab though, because 
when we come down, we swerve an' we 
swang, and let the trunks pop, and throw 
that set out tha roof, ya dig? 

On this night I'm feeling like I'm worth 
a billion backs, all the bopas recognizing 
a playa, the clown's masking 'cause they 
ain't slabbing. My pockets and socks 
got knots and the heat under tha seat 
ain't gon' let me get beat. I'm thinking to 
myself, this is the way I'm living fo'-life, 
always balling, always playing, always 
free. Life is good. Life is good. Life is 
goooood! 



why moma 

steady 
stressing 
me about a 

bullshhh 
J-O-B when 
I'm already 
making fo'- 
sho'-doe? 



AW Cellie qncf W\e 

My Cellie: Cellie! Cellie! Cellie! Wake up man! 

Me: What's up man? 

MC: Man ,you been sleepwalking. 

Me: No shhh? 

MC: Yeah man, when the lights came on for chow, I woke up 
and seen you pacing the floor with your eyes closed. 
Me: Do you have any idea of how long I was sleepwalking? 
MC: No, but the important thing is, you woke up before 
hurting yourself. 

Me: (looking around the cell) Naaw Cellie, I don't know 
about that. 

MC: What do you mean man? 

Me: Tell you what, let's get ready for breakfast, and I'll tell 
you all about it over the slop that we gotta eat for the rest 
of our lives. 
MC: Bet that!! 

Many of you could identify with the dream, right? What 
about the reality of the life sentence? Let's stop hurting 
ourselves. 
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■9 £1 WLM ^\^^k WLM |U| I9^TI Al ■? Brandon Martinez, one of The Beat Within's most insightful essayists, with a huge quantity 
■9 ll#%IH WIH Ilfl.# , %lm I I flv E h of subjects he's intersted in writing about, has recently been transferred to Lancaster State 
Prison. Today Martinez describes a visit to Folsom State Prison, where he was formerly incarcerated, by TV commentator Barbara Walters, who came to 
interview Eric Menendez. Eric Menendez is a Folsom inmate who will be locked down for life, ever since his conviction of two concurrent second degree 
murders, of his parents, whom, along with his brother, Lyle Menedez, he killed in 1 994. 



A moment of your time. Can I take you for a walk into my world that was turned 
upside down? Just a mile in my shoes, as they say. It's a journey that I wouldn't 
wish on my worst enemies. Won't you help me? Won't you help me understand...? I 
remember Pa told me, "Don't hang out with that crowd. Stick to yourself. Don't get 
caught up." I waved him off. Continued to stack my c-notes. Placed them in neat lil' 
piles with rubber bands 'round them. Peep game. That's the crossroads. 

Back then I didn't recognize that. I was all of 150 pounds, soaking wet. A 
young buck of sixteen. My suggestion to you, when you run smack dab into the 
crossroads — go home with your folks. I ain't got no secret formula. Ain't passing 
out step-by-step booklets on how you do..., that's how you... 

Out there in the streets, it will get real ugly, real quick. "I ain't got to listen 
to you, convict." Ooh, you calling me a convict, eh? I've been called everything, but 
a child of God. That don't faze me. I am somebody. I'll see you when you get here. 
Why there always got to be one bad apple in the bunch? 

For the rest of y'all, before I was rudely interrupted. It's all right, don't trip. 
He's just immature, young. Don't know no better. Let's not knock him. He cannot 
fight fire with fire. We cannot drive out hate with hate. Darkness cannot drive out 
darkness. Somebody usher that boy under the light. He's been blind too long. 

Love is the key. Anybody, go give him a hug. We must look beyond the 
exterior, know that buried deep within, he's got similar hopes and dreams. If only 
the walls of prejudice, hatred, ignorance would come tumbling down. These are 
the greatest barriers we must conquer. The best thing we can do is be kind, gentle, 
encouraging. Each time you listen. Each time you show you care, their hearts 
will unharden and begin to grow wings. Very feeble wings, but wings. You'll have 
breathed some life into them. After awhile, they'll fly away into their destiny. We 
can't give up on them! 

Too many people have give up on you. I won't give up on you! Because you 
been kickin' it with the chickens too long. You're an eagle. There are miracles in 
life you must achieve. 

How did I get there? Like everyone else. Being homeless with thin pockets 
and my belly aching. No one forced the game on me. I got tired of sleeping in 
abandoned cars. Walking around all night, going nowhere in particular, certain 
to get in some mischief or another. Riding the light rail into the wee hours of the 
night. It got old after awhile. No job in sight. I started slangin' dope to provide a roof 
over my head. To put food on the table. Make some scrilla. The game plan was to 
walk away before I hit age eighteen. 

I knew as a youngster it didn't matter, you get a slap on the wrist. They 
release you in a few months from Juvy or the Ranch. No mater what the crime. 
Long as it ain't too severe. As an adult, the sentences are years and decades. 
Mandatory minimums. Twenty-five years on each felony. 25-life on three strikes, 
you're out. 

If you insist on livin' the thug life, get it all out the way before you reach 
eighteen. But let me caution you. If you decide to go that route, there are no 
guarantees. The odds are not in your favor. You'll still have to face reality. The 
bullets will fly past your head. Maybe graze you. Perhaps reach their target. 

I won't make you no promises that you'll stay alive to reach eighteen. I don't 
know. I could be wrong, but maybe you'll get a kick out of it. Is it fun and games 
to you? Let me ask you this. Do you like to see bodies drop all around you? Is it 
entertaining to you to see people getting stabbed? Dope fiends getting carried away 
in body bags? I know what goes on out there. I'm from the ghetto streets, patna. 
You can't school me down. How many more times do you got to see them bring out 
the yellow tape? 

Take off your mask! You ain't foolin' no one. You just projecting this tough 
guy image. You ain't tough. I'll flick you with my finger and you'll fall right over. You 
ain't even got your kickstand out. All bull jive aside. You lucky I care about you. I'm 
spending my time to holla at you, because I don't want to see you end up in prison. 
I want to see you up in an affluent neighborhood with a nice, lil' white picked fence. 
I want to see you end up in a university. Not the school of hard knocks. 

Don't be discouraged by the belief that there is nothing one soul can do 
against the enormous array of the world's ills. You may not have the greatness 
to bend history. However, each one of us can strive daily to change a portion of 
events. As we add up the tally sheets, all these acts will write the history of a 
generation. It is from numberless diverse acts of courage and belief that human 
history is shaped, you see. Each time a person stands up for an ideal, or acts to 
improve the lot of others. Each time you strike out against an injustice of others. 
Each time you send a small ripple of hope. As they collide with each other in the 
water, those ripples can build a current, which will sweep down the mightiest walls 
of oppression, depression, repression, and resistance. "I'm tired of hearing you, 
"Welcome aboard. I'm tired of seeing you destroy your life right before my eyes. 
I'm glad you're tired, because when a person gets tired enough, they're ripe for 
change. I hope you get real tired. I hope you get sick and tired of looking at yourself 
in the mirror. You'll change. I got faith and hope in you. Now if you don't keep 
interrupting me, I'll beckon for the muzzle. 

My dad used to tell me, "If you ain't got nothing good to say, then don't say 
nothing at all." After implementing my great plan, it wasn't long after that my world 
collapsed around me. I attempted to regroup by moving to Utah, to no avail. A day 
late and a dollar short. I never thought in my wildest dreams I'd one day face a life 
sentence, let alone be doing one. It was truly my worst nightmare. I got caught up 
in a murder I did not commit. 

But I tell this tragic story because I don't want it to happen to you. Being in 
the wrong place at the wrong time is enough to wash you up. Guilt by association. 
They didn't have no smoking gun. There was no DNA evidence. No fingerprints. No 
shoeprints. No blood, saliva, hair, or clothing matched to me. No one stood up in 
court to identify me as the perpetrator of this crime. Your so-called friends right 
now, the homies, your fellow partner in crime with you, who has the spot sowed 
up. Your buddy who just passed you an Old E to neutralize your high from that 
chronic weed. The one lying next to you right now. People you grew up with from 
middle school and high school. Throw in some dope fiend informants on the police 
pay role for good measure. None of them will give a damn about your innocence. 
Loyalty flies out the window as soon as the homicide detectives conduct their 



interviews. Apply pressure to detectives conduct. The reason they're going to sell 
you out, when you didn't do nothing, is because prison is not a place they want to 
go. They'll say and do anything to avoid it. They'll all have ulterior motives. Line 
them up, pull out the rap sheets and you'll see a long list of pending charges. Every 
last one of them. It will spread like wildfire. Let the youngster take the fall. It's a 
time that they face years in prison. 

The police now have a "yes" man, a puppet that they can pull any string 
and activate injustices. Eager to close the case. Let society know, "We got our 
man." The detectives can care less who goes to prison, as long as someone is 
held accountable for the crime. They are going to catch you slippin' at five in the 
morning, half asleep, scared and confused. The detectives will ask you (real nicely, 
by the way, with a smile) to come down to the station. They're going to interrogate 
you as if you were a POW {Prisoner of War) behind enemy lines. Do not go with 
them. Sure, you can refuse. You're better off getting arrested on the spot and 
saying nothing. Take the fifth amendment. You have a right to remain silent. Tell 
them if they got a warrant for your arrest, then take you to jail. If not, then to kick 
rocks. That you got no statements to make. That one move alone will save you 
from a life sentence. Demand a lawyer! They'll then say you're not under arrest. 
Sound like a broken record. Keep repeating you will talk to no one but a lawyer. 
They might throw you in jail for something petty, like unpaid traffic tickets, just 
to get you down there and apply scare tactics. They're going to say, "Now that 
you're down here, you got to give a statement." Don't budge. Stand strong. "But 
they might think I'm guilty if I don't clear my name," you may be thinking. But 
who cares what they think? They cannot get a conviction by their thoughts in a 
courtroom. They'll toss out a line, snare you by your own words, hook, line and 
sinker. Your words are detrimental to your health. Your words will send you away 
for life, when all you tried to do was help yourself. "Well, I'm jut going to tell my 
side of the story." The nice officers who my parents pay tax payers dollars for their 
salary will listen. 

Reality check. They're not nice officers. Their careers are built on corruption. 
They get promoted for dirt they do. Read Barry Scheck's book and wrap, "Factual 
Innocence." All the wrongful convictions thrown out, false testimony, planted 
evidence, paid informants, grueling, unlawful interrogations, etc., Pick up a copy 
of "Justice Denied" magazine or log on to their website: Jusden@aol.com. 

Ask former Illinois Governor Ryan. He refused to throw the switch any 
longer, cleared out death row. He saw too many innocent people walking off death 
row. Thanks to Northwestern Law School, justice is time-sensitive. Only when 
politicians leave office; otherwise, it will hurt their careers. That's what Ryan did 
the day he cut out. He stood strong in his beliefs in the face of opposition. A family 
member of his wife was killed. A person on death row was accused of the crime. 
You see, when you get your orders from on high, they must be carried out 

Bill Clinton handed out the most pardons of any president before he stepped 
out of the White House. I got caught up because they said I knew too much. I tried 
to clear my name. Based upon what I heard from word of mouth on the streets. 
Don't let them trick you by saying, "This person told us..." Don't be gullible. 
They're attempting to extract information out of you. It's irrelevant what someone 
told them. They got plenty of tricks up their sleeves. 

Why don't I just get DNA testing done? It's not that simple. It takes about 
fifteen -twenty years to find a pro bono (free) attorney. File the paperwork. Get 
a green light from the courts. DEA testing costs money that I don't have. Most 
lawyers won't even look in your direction unless they smell green. However, I'd be 
more than happy to submit to a DNA test in which my DNA will not match anything 
from the crime scene. 

At one point, there was a law and funds put aside for testing. The bill died and 
funds got sent to New York City's 911 Victims Fund. Rest in peace. Former Senator 
Palonco, who enacted the bill, made the mistake of fighting for prisoners while in 
office. So long, Palonce. I'm sorry they ran you off the block. Much props goes out 
to you, wherever you are. You tried. 

I make a call out to every governor, senator and the president. Your last day in 
office — go out with a bang. They are walking out of prisons decades later, innocent. 
How are you sleeping at night? I hope it haunts you. Hope you toss and turn, until 
you're compelled to take action!! Do something, please, please. We got no money 
for a lawyer, no DNA test funds. While you're at it, give us back our Pell Grants. 
Knowledge is power when put into consistent action. If you give a man a fish, you 
feed him for a day. But if you teach him to fish, you've fed him for a lifetime." 

They're jumping off tiers with nooses around their necks. The DNA test 
comes back after they're dead. ..Innocent! I may get in trouble for this, but don't 
stop praying! Don't give up home, please. We need some money for the law 
professors at these Innocence Projects. They're nickle and diming , working with 
dwindling resources. Trying to make a dollar out of fifteen cents. Thank you, Barry 
Scheck. Thank you, Peter Neufield. 

I had two trials. The first ended in a hung jury. They found me not guilty of 
the gang allegation. The second trial I lost my composure because of equilibrium 
of emotions and bottled up over the years. Too much hurt and pain. They kicked 
my mom out of the courtroom, breaking the camel's back. I acted out immaturely. I 
know I could have won the second trial as I did the first. How much can a youngster 
take? I attempted suicide by taking an overdose of pills. Passed out. They found 
me and rushed me to the hospital. Pumped my stomach. The next day the trial 
moved right along. Didn't even skip a beat. No one asked if I was mentally stable to 
continue. Just trampled all over my fights. Came back with a guilty verdict. 

So, who did it, since you didn't do it? I have a co-defendant. He was recorded 
on tape by his girlfriend. Several phone calls he partially admitted to the crime, 
bragged on it. 

State level appeals have been exhausted. However, there is hope left in the 
federal courts. At the time of this writing, the director of the Innocence Project 
at Northwestern School of Law has stepped up to the plate. Will they take my 
case? I sure hope so. They need to review my appellate brief transcripts to make 
a decision. Nine years later, with hundreds of letters written, my efforts have not 
been in vain. Check out my website! www.outlawsonline.com (Brandon Martinez). 
Don't think it can't happen to you. Get up out the streets before you get yourself 
caught up. 
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Barbara Walters, shame on you! All I want to know is, why did you do it? I 
understand they handed you your assignment. You carried out your mission. 
But let me remind you, in case you bumped your head. You're clicked up, 
you're high-powered. You got political clout. I know you could have said, "I'll 
pass on this one." Surely you could have found a better candidate. I realize 
you ain't got too much to choose from around here. Definitely not the cream 
of the crop. Perhaps you could have profiled a wrongful conviction case, like 
mine. 

Maybe I should leave well enough alone. Sometimes in life, you got to 
be politically incorrect. Every now and then, you got to go against the grain. 
I believe I'm in the right. I know I'm in the right. I see an injustice. I heard 
the cries. It pierced my ears, made them ring. I looked around, saw his moma 
and popa roll over in their graves. I couldn't ignore that. They demanded, 
why he could get a TV interview with Barbara Walters? They questioned why 
he could be a so-called celebrity? After Eric viciously plowed down mom and 
dad, he went on shopping sprees afterwards, with no remorse. 

Eric Menendez thought life was a big joke. In his teens, a young buck in 
high school, he wrote a play about a boy who killed his wealthy parents, deja 
vu, if you ask me, in which the plot was very similar to what really went down 
later. A mind of a twisted soul. Eric and his older brother Lyle thought they 
were home free. 

In 1994, two brothers, Lyle and Eric Menendez, killed their parents in 
their home in Beverly Hills, California, and faced the most notorious trial of 
the century, which became a media spectacle. And now I'm in prison on the 
same block as Eric Menendez. 

Ten years ago Eric and Lyle Menendez' mother and father, Jose and 
Kitty Menendez, were home eating ice cream cones and watching television 
in the TV room of their Beverly Hills mansion. Someone broke into their 
home and shot-gunned them both to death. Mr. Menendez was shot ten times 
with one shot gun; his wife was shot eleven times by someone with another 
shotgun, her body mutilated. For a year, Beverly Hills detectives interviewed 
lots of possible suspects, Jose Menendez's music production business 
partner, etc., but came up with nothing. 

Meanwhile, the Menendez's two sons, Lyle and Eric, claimed to Beverly 
Hills detectives that the evening their parents were gunned down, that they 
had gone to the movies, then came home to find their parents shot, and 
had called 911. At their trial the defense played one of the boy's sobbing, 
hysterical call to 911, Emergency Services. Seemingly distraught, the sons 
gave touching eulogies to their parents memories during the funerals, then 
commenced to spend their father's money, buying fancy tennis rackets, town 
houses, Rolex watches, foreign sports cars, motorcycles, a restaurant... They 
thought they were home free. 

One year later, a detective was still looking high and low for clues in the 
deaths of the Menendez's. The detective caught the brothers slippin'. Sure, 
he didn't have the smoking gun, and failed the night in question to take a 
gunshot residue test of the sons' hands, but in an attempt to conceal their 
identity, cover their tracks, the brothers had used a friend's driver's license 
ID to make the purchase of the shotguns from a gun shop in an adjacent 
county. Those developments broke the case wide open. 

There is no statute of limitations on murder. You won't get away with it. 
There is no perfect crime. You will reap what you sow. 

Prison is filled to capacity with animals doing life. Just when you least 
expect it, your past will come back to haunt you! 

Since each brother popped out of the womb, their parents loved their 
sons Lyle and Eric unconditionally, enrolled them in private schools, 
provided tennis instructors to go along with their lessons. Eric became 
somewhat known on the tennis circuit, traveling around the world to far off 
countries, to enter the next tennis competition. When a warrant for Eric's 
arrest was issued, he flew back to the US from Israel. 

Lyle did not come so easily. As he sat in a Beverly Hills restaurant he 
frequented, he was surrounded by the authorities. Lyle got into his car and 
rammed a police car, in a cowardly attempt to force the police to shoot him, 
so he wouldn't have to be held accountable for his actions. Fate certainly 
played a role that day. Lyle was taken into custody. The wrath poured from 
on high. 

Throughout their trials they were kept in separate cells in the same 
jail, forbidden to communicate with each other. But jail authorities realized 
they were each calling their housekeeper at their parents' home at the same 
time, talking to each other through a three-way phone call with their nanny. 
Authorities also found a manual in Eric's cell advising how to use the "Abuse 
Excuse" for one's defense. And Eric did. 

All of a sudden, after professing their innocence in the deaths of their 
parents, when it was obvious the evidence against them was overwhelming, 
Eric started claiming his father had been molesting him since he was a 
young boy, often surrounding him with candles, bending him naked over 
his knee, while he abuse occurred. They boys then claimed they had to kill 
their mother as well as their father, because their mom not only knew of the 
years of rapes, beatings and molestations Eric had suffered, but had helped 
their father set up the opportunities for abuse, and covered the incidences 
of abuse up. Meanwhile, although Eric said Lyle knew that he, his younger 
brother, had been abused by their dad, Lyle had had never been molested, and 
because Lyle was too afraid he would also be harmed by their father, neither 
boy ever told anyone. Except Eric then claimed he told his psychiatrist, who 
was forbidden to discuss his client's intimate disclosures, even with the 



police, without Eric's permission, because of the doctor-patient privilege. 

In their second trial, ending in 1996, both Lyle and Eric Menendez 
were convicted of two counts of second degree murder, with two special 
circumstances — lying in wait and multiple murders, and of conspiracy to 
commit murder. They received two consecutive life sentences, without the 
possibility of parole. 

Maybe I should leave well enough alone. Sometimes in life you got to 
be politically incorrect. Every now and then you got to go against the grain. I 
believe I'm in the right. I saw an injustice, I heard the cries. It pierced my ears 
and made them ring. I looked around and saw the boys' moma and popa roll 
over in their graves. I couldn't ignore that. They demanded why Eric could 
get a TV interview with Barbara Walters? They questioned why he could be a 
so-called celebrity? After Eric and Lyle burst in the family's living room as 
their parents lounged on the couch eating ice cream cones, they viciously 
plowed down mom and dad. With crocodile tears barely dry, the spending 
spree begins... 

Let me bring to light that he is infamous, not famous. There's a big 
difference. Barbara, why did you have to take a picture with him and his wife 
in the visiting room? I know that wasn't part of the task at hand. That was 
extra. You could have wrapped up your interview. Packed up your bags. Cut 
out. But a picture with a serial parental killer? I'm sorry, but that's going 
overboard. 

Gerry Spence, a high-powered, politically-connected attorney in 
Montana, said it best in his book, called, "How To Argue And Win Every 
Time." Spence said, "The Menendez brothers' souls are as empty as a Coors 
can on a beach." Ms. Walters, you forgot to mention this in your interview. 
Since you spoke so highly of Eric's marriage to another empty soul, obviously 
birds of a feather flock together. She used him to get on TV. He uses her for 
packages. Welcome aboard. 

Can we be real? I think we can. Let's call it like it is. Let's not butter it 
up and make it sound good. Every cellie Eric has is gay. His current cellie, 
Mike, is a known homosexual. It's called adultery. Sow do I know? Good 
question. Because I've been in the same prison block with the animal the last 
four years. This is where I reside. Something I don't like seeing, but I see, 
including, but not limited, to... 

Why, when correctional officer cadets tour the prison, some ask Eric 
for his autograph, while others shake his hand? You twisted people. Show 
some respect for the dead. Inmates line up, also, to this arrogant clown. 
Barbara, why didn't you include this? 

OOOooo, I got some dirt, even though he already stinks. Eric sneaks 
out to the concrete yard and spreads diseases. I wouldn't doubt it, if AIDS is 
among them. He has a point man, a fellow tier tender, keeping watch for the 
gunner in the tower, while he does his filthy deeds. 

I wish I could get that show, "Cheaters," down here. Nice marriage, Ms. 
Menendez. Eric chooses to get it some place else, since lifers are not allowed 
conjugal visits. So much heat was caused that the prison authorities sealed 
up the concrete yard. Locked it up. Inmates don't have access no more. No 
more love birds congregating out there. I rejoiced after I heard it was locked 
up, knowing that move spared many lives, because they pass out AIDS like 
candy out there. Prison officials, I applaud you. A job well done. Keep up the 
good work. I'll even throw in a bow for you, too. 

They said they closed down the yard for security reasons. A short time 
later that proved to be true. Eric and several other inmates were caught in 
a foiled escape attempt. Found were many items of escape paraphernalia, 
including a homemade rope. 

Barbara came running to the rescue. Eric did a few months in the hole, 
and was released back into the general population. Anyone else would have 
done years in a SHU (Security Housing Unit) program. 

At the time of this writing, Eric is still at New Folsom Prison. Brother 
Lyle is in Mule Creek Prison. The authorities have kept them separate since 
their conviction. 

After months of claiming their innocence, they pulled out their trump 
card by claiming Eric had been molested, a weak scapegoat at best. But for 
the rest of you who are truly getting abused, scared to lay down your head 
at night, scared to come home from school, scared if you tell your mom 
she won't believe you, that she would take your dad's side, make you out to 
be a liar, the laughing stock of town. This is not a funny matter. Do not let 
anyone hinder you from getting help. Get out of the situation. Tell a friend. 
Go to the authorities. Until someone hears you out. Don't let it get too late. 
These are real issues that must be brought out on front street. Expose the 
animals for who they are, before it gradually escalates to serious violence. 
It won't get better. Get out. Go. You got to go. Yes, it will be hard; exploring 
unfamiliar terrain will have its obstacles. Just holla at your coach at school. 
Pray that God will direct your path. Hopefully the courts give custody of you 
to your aunt, grandma, someone who will give you that unconditional love. 
Take that step. Walk on to a brighter future today. You're not alone, 111' one. 
It ain't worth dying over. It's not your fault. Promise me you'll get some help. 
Promise me you're going to make it! 

Eric Menendez's attorney, Leslie Abramson, has been working on his 
appeal, in which she has pursued all avenues. A crack has been opened. If 
she can get enough wiggle room, they may get in the courtroom for a retrial. 

Let the Menendez parents rest in peace! No more television interviews. 
No more handshakes. No more autographs. No more books published. Is 
peace too much to ask? Menendez Moma, Menendez Popa, let them rest in 
peace, I say. 



Prison is filled to capacity with animals doing life. Just when you 
least expect it, your past will come back to haunt you! 
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M ^ |t| M m% MM mm mm mm Dana P. Harper, an extremely talented illustrator from California State Prison Solano, has 
I ■ ^■^%lml Ell sent us his first contribution for The Beat Without. We don't know much about this talented 
individual, but we do know that he has got skills. We hope you enjoy his work, and we look forward to seeing more of his art in the future. 
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